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ROYALTY SONGSTER . 


STAND to your GUNS. 
Sung by Mr. BAN NISTER. 

^)TAND to your guns my hearts of oak, 

Let not a word on board be Ipoke; 

Vi&ory foon will crown the joke, 

Be filent and be ready: 

Ram home your guns, and fpunge them well. 
Let us be fare the balls will tell; 

The cannons roar fhall found their knell; 

Be Ready, boys, be Ready: 

Not yet, nor yet, nor yet, referve your fire ; 

I do defire, not yet, nor yet, nor yet: fire* 

Now the elements do rattle, 

The Gods amaz’d behold the battle: 

A broadfide my boys: 

See the blood in purple tide, 

Trickle down her batter’d fide: 

Wing’d with fate, the bullets fly, 

Conquer boys, or bravely die; 

Hurl defiru&ion on our foes; 

She finks, fhe finks, flie finks, huzza! 

To the bottom, down flie goes. 






Royalty, 

RONDO. 

Hufh ev’ry breeze, let nothing move, 

My Sufan lings, and fings of love ; 
Around the winning graces wait, 

And bleft contentment guards the feat* 

In this fweet (hade my Sufan flay, 
Expofe not charms more fweet than May; 
The fun now rages in his noon; 
a Tis pity fure to part fo foon. 

Oh hear me, Sufan, hear me now, 
Incline propitious to my vow; 

Oh may thy charms no changes prove, 
But bloom for ever like my love. 

SONG. 

Ah lovely deeper does thy bread 
With love flill conftant burn ; 

Does no kind dream diflurb thy reft, 

Or whifper my return. 

Awake, awake my lovely dear, 

Awake to love and me; 

Ah! hope, and love, and anxious fear, 
Keep me awake for thee. 

SONG. 

Dear Sufan, come my Tweet one, 

How can you be delaying; 

Why don’t you come to greet one; 

I’ll touzel you for flaying: 

I pray make hafte, no time ldt’s wafle, 
Upon your lips I want to feaft, 

And kifs and play, both night and day, 
With pretty Sue, my fweet one. 
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Royalty . 

Come, come my life, .my honey. 

And fee what I have for you; 

Oh faith ’twill make you funny, 

And other laffes forry: 

It is a ring, a precious thing, 

Both joy and pleafure it will bring; 
We’ll kifs and play, both night and day. 
My Tweet my pretty Sufan. 


SONG, 

Oh I hop'd, but hop’d in vain, 
William was come back again! 

*Tis his face, his fhape, his name, 
But the youth is not the fame. 


Where is now that tender figh, 

Where the fondly wifhing eye; 

Where the hearts tumultous beat, 

Dancing joys when lovers meet, 

SONG. 

In fortune’s arms the rich are poor; 

\Jneafy, driving dill to hitch her, 

Give me but health, I afk no more. 

With my fweet girl, my friend and pitcher, 

A friend fo rare, a girl fo fm'r, 

With fuch what mortal can be richer; 

Give me but thele a fig for care, 

With my fweet girl, my friend and pitcher* 

Let fortune’s infe&s flv mv door, 

And in her fun-dune fportive nitch her: 

May thofe be rich, who think me poor, 

With my fweet girl, a friend and pitcher* 

A friend fo rare, &c. 
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SONG. 

While others notv rove without reft on the ocean, 

As avarice, whim, or ambition infpire ; 

Be theirs honors, prizes and unbought promotion : 
I ftill fhall live happy without the defire. 

For them foreign climates may fpread out their pleafures, 
For them tFeafures ripen in India’s bright blaze, 
With Sufan, dear Sufan I find greater treafures, 

My fair-one with rapture fhall crown all my days* 

But (hou’d e’er the foes, whofe proud backs we have 
Refufe to our flag the fubmiflion they owe, (pickled, 
I’dkifs off the tear that down Sufans cheek trickled, 
The fhamrock can’t reft, while the fod has a foe. 

Till then with dear Sufan where fame never prattles, 
My oxen I'll pafture, or reap my ripe corn, 

And raife future failors, to fight Britons battles, 

With Hoods and with Rodneys, that yet are unborn* 

SONG. 

By the Irish Priest. 

If in the ftraight path, I your prieft your fteps guide, 
And if you advance backward by going afide, 

When naked we rife, I won’t ftand in the coat, 

Of a lamb in the flock, that is, Barney, a goat. 

Sing balinamono oro, &c. 

Your innocent lambs are for me. 

To love what is good, they fay marks a good monk, 
But with the ungodly pray never get drunk ; 

Or run after punks when by taking a wife, 

Dear Barney, you know, you may have one for life; 

Sing balinamono, &c. 

And the fnug little guinea for me. 

Befides you muft know, cafe you never have try’d, 
They’re the heft of your days, when you firft take a bride, 
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Royalty• . . 

Plow fweet are the blufhes, her voice that s quite loft, 
Yet when fhe is filent, fhe then fays the mod ; 
Singbalinamono, &c. 

Married folks are the people for me. 


Then at every chrift’ning your cup it runs o’er, 

And the greater the pains, why the pleafure’s the more ; 
But mournings the joy that furpaffes all thefe, 

For no hufbands I*m fure will grudge burial fees : 

Sing balinamono, &c. 

Oh that’s the bed harved for me. 

SON G. 

Mr. W. PALME R. 

If Sufan fhou’d give me the bag, 

ri-tol-ol-ol id-ido, 

To town I can trundle my cag, 

tol-der-ol ol-ol id-ido ; 

*Tis there Fortune favors the wit, 

ri-tol-ol*ol-id-ido, 
Flefh from another man’s fpit, 

tol-der-ol-ol-ol id-ido, 
And any drange Fifh or Baloon, 

laral-al-ar-al-al-aral-al, 
Grows plump at the full of the Moon, 

tol-loi-lol-lol. 


I’ve only to cut a great dafh, 

ri-tol-ol. 

AndTradefmen will wait for the Caffi; 

At Jonathan’s I may have luck, 

If not I am but a lame Duck ; 

From Duns when as poor as aMoufe, 

HI find a hole into the houfe. 





At Boodle’s I’ll tip them the flight, 

And make all thofc pay that won’t fight: 
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With laurels I’ll take a few jaunts. 

To Scotland with Girls or grand Aunts; 

And get in the road to Whitehall, 

A ribbon or firing luck is all. 

The DISCONSOLATE SAILOR. 

When my money was gone that I gain’d in the Wars, 
And the world ’gan to frown on my fate, 

What matter’d my zeal, or my honored Scars, 

When indifference flood at each gate. 

The face that would fmile when my purfe was well 
Shew’d a different afpe£t to me ; (lin’d, 

And when I could nought but ingratitude find, 

I hied once again to the fea. 

I thought it unwife to repine at my lot. 

Or to bear with cold looks on the fhore ; 

So I pack’d up the trifling remnants I'd got. 

And a trifle, alas ! was my flore. 

A handkerchief held all the treafure I had. 

Which over mvfhoulder I threw ; 

Away then I trudg'd, with a heart rather fad, 

To join with fome jolly fhip’s crew. 

The fea was lefs troubl’d by far than my mind, 

For when the wide main I furvey’d, 

I could not help thinking the world was unkind, 

And fortune a flippe:yjade. 

And vow’d if once more, I could *ake her in tow, 

I’d let the ungrateful ones fee. 

That the turbulent winds and the billows cou’d fhew 
More kindnefc than they’ did to me. 
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*"**• ANACREONTIC SONG. 

™K Sung by Mr. B A N N I S T E R. 

thill, 


til Ulldi, 

w WMM (lit, 
itodiptc, 


To Anacreon in heav’n, where he fat in full glee. 

A few fons of harmony fent a petition, 

That he their infpirer and patron would be. 

When this anfwer arriv’d from the jolly old Grecian : 
44 Voice, fiddle, and flute, 

4 * No longer be mute, 

44 I’ll lend ve my name, and infpireye to boot; 

46 And, befides, I’ll inftruft ye like me to intwine 
44 The myrtle of Venus with Bachus’s vine.” 


’ The news through Olympus immediately flew; 

, 3 When old Thunder pretended to give himfelf airs: 

«-‘ i 44 If thefe mortals are fuffer’d their fcheme to purfue, 

^ 46 The devil a goddefs will flay above flairs. 

44 Hark already they cry, 

, 44 In tranfports of joy, 

ceborkbt; 44 Away to the fons of Anacreon we’ll fly, 

TCEEfil'dfl 66 ^ nd there, with good fellows, we’ll earn to intwine 
nzrm. “ The m y^le of Venus with Bachus’s vine. 
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bob l far, 
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44 The yellow-hair’d god and his nine fufty maids 
44 From Helicon’s banks will incontinent flee : 

44 Idalia will boaft but of tenantlefs fhades, 

44 And thebi-forked hill a mere defert will be: 

44 My thunder no fear on’t, 

46 Shall foon do its errand. 

44 And damn me, Tllfwinge the ringleaders, I warrant; 
44 I ’ll trim the young dogs, for thus daring to twine 
44 The myrtle of Venus with Bachus’s vine,” 


Apollo rofe up, and faid, 44 pr’ythee ne’er quarrel, 
r .-~ Iroititrt w Good kin § of the gods, with my vot’ries below : 

ve. " Your thunder is ufelefs.”—Then fhewing his laurel, 
^ ^dc'sWII Cried, 44 Sic witabile fulmen^ you know ! 
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" Then over each head 
“ My laurel I’ll fpread, 

44 So my fons from your crackers no mifchief fhall dread, 
«« While, fnug in their club-room, they jovially twine 
44 The myrtle of Venus with Bachus’s vine.’’ 

Next Momus rofe up, with his rifible phiz, 

And fwore with Apollo he’d chearfullv join. 

46 The full tide of harmony dill fhall N be his, 

“ But the fong, and the catch, and the laugh fh'dl be 
Then Jove, be not jealous mine: 

“ Ofthefe honed fellows.” 

Cried Jove, 46 we relent, fince the truth you now tell us: 
46 And fwearbyold Styx, that they long fhall intwine 
46 The myrtle of Venus with Bachus’s vine.” 

Ye fons of Anacreon, then join hand in hand ; 

Preferve unanimity, friendfhip, and love: 
’Tisyour’s to fupport what’s fo happily plann’d ; 
You’ve the fan&ion of gods and the fiat of Jove. 
While thus we agree, 

Our toad let it be, 

May our club flourifh happy, united and free; 

And long mav the fons of Anacreon intwine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bachus’s vine. 

CATCH. 

For Three Voices. 

Hark the bonny Chrid church bells, i, 2, 3, 4, 5, g, 
They found fo woundy great, fo wond’rousTweet, 
And they troul fo merrily, merrily. 

Hark ! the firdand fecond bell, that every day at four 
and ten, 

Cry come, come, come, come, come to Dray’rs, 

And the verger trips before the dean. 

Tipglc, tingle ting, goes the fmall bell, at nine, 

To call the berer’s home 

But the de’il a man will leave his can 

7^1 he hears the mighty Tpm. 
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GLEE. 

For Three Voices. 

We three archers be, 

Rangers that rove through the north country* 
Lover’s of ven'fon and liberty, 

That value not honors nor money. 

We thrse good fellows be, 

That never yet ran from three times three, 
Quarter-ftafT, broad-fword, or bowmanry, 

But give us fair play for our money. 

We three merry-men be, 

At a lafs, or a glafs, under a green-wood tree, 
Jocundly chaunting our ancient glee, 

Though we have not a penny of money, 

G L E E. 

For Four Voices, 

Hark ! the lark at heav’n’sgate fings, 

And Phoebus ’gins to rife; 

His fteeds to water at thofe fprings, 

On chaiic’d flow’rs that lies. 

And winking Mary-buds begin 
to ope their golden eyes, 

With ev’ry thing, that pretty is 3 
My lady fweet, arife, 

glee. 

For Three Voices. 

Now we’re met, likejovial fellows, 
Let us do as wife men tell us, 

Smg old rofe and burn the bellows. 
When the bowl with claret glows, 
And wifdom fhinesupon the nofe, 

O then’s the time to fing old rofe, 
And burn the bellows. 

B 2 








Royalty • 


( 12 ) 

D U E T * 

Sung by Mr. Arrowsmith and Master Braham* 

Time has not thin’d my flowing hair, 

Nor bent me with his iron hand; 

Ah ! why fo foon, the bloffom tear * r 
Ere autumn yet the fruit demand. 

Let me enjoy the chearful day, 

’Til many a year has o’er me roll’d: 

Pleas’d let me trifle life away, 

And fmg of love e’re I grow old. 

admiral benrow* 

Sung by Mr. BANNISTER. 

Oh we fail’d to Virginia, 

And from thence to Fial; 

Oh we water’d our (hipping, 

And fo we weigh’d all: 

Being in view of the fea boys, 

Seven fail we did efpy : 

Oh we hoi fled our top-fails, 

And we fail’d fpeedily. 

The very firfl we came up withal, 

Was a brig, and a (loop : 

Oh we afk’d if the other five 
Were as big as they did look ; 

But turning to the windward, 

As near as we could lay, 

We found them to be French men or war, 

A cruizing hard by.— 

Oh we drew up our fquadron 
In a very nice line, 

And we fought them courageOufiy, 

For near four hours time; 
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But the day being ipent, 

And the night coming on, 

Oh we let them alone 
Until the next morn. 

Oh the very next morning 
The engagement proved hot; 

When brave Admiral Benbow j 
Received a chain fhot; 

And when he was wounded, 

To his merry mates he did fay, 

Take me up in your arms boys, 

And carry me away. 

The guns, they did rattle, 

And the bullets did fly; 

Whilft brave Admiral Benbow, 

For help, aloud did cry : 

Carry me down to the cock-pit 
There is eafe for my fmart: 

If my merry men fhould fee me, 

It would break all their hearts. 

Oh the very next morning, 

By the break of the day, 

Oh we hoi fled our top-fails, 

And fo we bore away : 

We bore down to Port-Royal, 

Where the People flocked much, 

To fee brave Admiral Benbow, 

Carry’d to Kingfton Town Church. 


r> :2 \ 


45^ 


Come all you brave fellows, 
Wherefoever you have been; 
Let us drink a good health 
To our King and our Queen, 
And another good health 

To the girls that we do know; 
And a third in remembrance 
Of brave Admiral Benbow. 
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CATC 

For three Voices. 

V ome > tty boys, let’s ling a catch. 

^ match, a match, a match. 

Beware of catch poles. 

Warrants and dark-holes. 

You re a vagrant; that’s a faft. 
stop, flop, let me look at the aft. 
v° ; 1 m a gentleman. I beg your nar4 
Oh? ° nlv / uch in C °vent Garden^ 5 
Oh . curfe your odious exclamations. 

-Let us fing 
God fave the king • 

And be loyal, in fpite of informations. 
Ocd lave the kin<r ; 

Long live the king; 

May the king live for ever. 


S O N 

Mr - ARROWS 

T he top^fails fliiver in ,b e wind. 

The fhip, Ihe calls to fea; 

But yet my foul, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Maty, moor'd with thee: 

For th°’ thy (ailor-s bound afar, 

Bull love lhall be his leading ftar. 


G* 

M 


s houd land-men flatter when we’re fail’d- 
O doubt them artful talcs; ’ 

Bo gallant failorever fail’d, 

Thn l0Veb , rea,h ' d conflant gales: 

\Vh''u r n th,,com P afs of my foul, 

W htch fleers my heart from pole to pole. 


Sirens m ev', y p ort we meet- 
More fell than rocks and waves; 
But fuch as grace the Britilh Fleet, 
Are lovers and not Haves. 


I Mr. LEON 

[ Howfweet in the 
To nken Mi 
| lulhard is the d 
ihne, fiir 


Iffilme, chide 
fcivildl han til 
llopilyo’erukeht 
Wliiphncprfi 


S 


Urinktomy nf 
M)f cares in a vh: 
Forlifc I know 
Bile Ceres mod 
Withgood ale I 

limy old witter 
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No foes our courage fhall fubdue, 

Altho* we leave our hearts with you. 

Thefe are our cares, but if you're kind, 

We'll fcorn the dafhing main: 

The rocks, the billows, and the wind; 

The power of France and Spain: 

Now England’s Glory reffcs with you, 

Our fails are full, fweet girls adieu. 

DUET. 

Mr. L E O N I and Maflcr B R A H A M. 
How fweet in the wood-lands, with fleet hound & horn 
To waken fhrill echo, and tafte the frefli morn : 

But hard is the chace, my fond heart mull purfue, 

For Daphne, fair Daphne is loll to my view. 


: AfTift me, chafte Dian, the nymph to regain, 

\ j. More wild than the roe-buck, and wing'd with difdain 
) \\ In pity o’ertakc her, who wounds as (he flics, 

Tho* Daphne purfue, ’tis Myitillo that dies. 

SON G. 

• *; With my jug in one hand and my pipe in the other, 
l drink to my neighbour and friend : 

My cares in a whiff of tobacco I fmother, 

: ^ For life I know fhortly muff end : 

While Ceres moft kindly refills my brown jug, 

With good ale 1 will make myfelf mellow ; 

In my old wicker chair, I’ll feat myfeif fnug, 

Like a jolly and true happy fellq\y. 


For Three Voices, 

Wine does wonders every day, 
Makes the heavy, light and gay : 

Tin* ws off all their melancholly J 
Makes the wifeft go affray, 

And the bufy toy and play, 

-An i the pour and needy jolly. 




Royalty, 

Wine makes trembling cowards bold ; 

Men in years forget they’re old : 

Women leave their coy difdaining ; 

Who till then, were fhy and cold. 

Makes the niggard flight his gold* 

And the foppifh entertaining. 

Mr. BANNISTER and Mr. ARROWSM 1 TH. 
Generous wine, 

And a friend in whom I can confide, 

And a cleanly bright girl 
I would have for my bride: 

I'll keep a brace of geldings, 

An eafy pad to pleafe my wife; 

Kind fate, what mo.el afk, 

Ne’er to want my dear flafk; 

And in friendly bumpers, 

Ever briikly carouze. 

SONG 

Mr. BANNISTER. 

If life is a bubble, and breaks with a blaft, 

You mud tofs off your wine, if you’d wifh it to laft; 
For this bubble may well be deftroyed with a puff, 

If it is not kept floating in liquor enough. 

If life is a flow’r, as Philofophers fay, 

’Tis a very good hint, under flood the right way : 

For if life is a flow’r, ar.y blockhead can tell, 

If you’d have it look frelh, you muff moiften it well. 

This life is no more than a joulney tis faid, 

Where the roads, formoft parts, are confoundedly bad; 
Then let wine be our fpur, and each trav’ler will own, 
That whatever the roads, we jog merrily on. 

This world to a Theatre, liken’d has been. 

Where each man around has apart in th’ fcene: 

Tis our pait to get drunk, and tis matter of fa&, 

That the more you all drink, boys, th’ better you’lUft. 
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This }ife is a dream, in which many will weep. 

Who have ftrange (illy fancies, and cry in their fleep 
But for us, when we wake from our dream, ’twill be faid 
That the tears of the tankard were all that we fhed. 

The W O L F. 

Sung by Mr. BANNISTER 
At the peaceful midnight hour, 

Every fenfe and every power, 

Fetter’d lies in downy fleep ; 

Then our careful watch we keep, 

While the Wolf with nightly prowl. 

Bays the wood with hedious howl: 

Gates are barr’d, a vain refiftance; 

Females fhriek, a vain afliftance : 

Silence! filence, or you meet your fate; 

Your keys, your jewels, cafh, and plate: 

Lock, bolts and bars foon Hy afunder, 

Then to rifle, rob, and plunder* 

SONG, 

Mr. ARROWSMITH and Mailer BR AH AM. 

Shepherds I have loft my love, 

Have you feen my Anna : 

Pride of every fhady grove, 

Upon the Banks of Banna* 

I, for her, my home forfook, 

Near yon mifty mountain ; 

Left my Flock, my Pipe, my Crook, 
Green-wood Shade, and Fountain. 

Never (hall I Fee them more. 

Until at her returning ; 

All the joys of life are o’er, 

From gladnefs chang’d to mcurning* 
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Whither is my charmer flown, 

Shepherd’s tell me whither; 

Ah, woe is me, perhaps (he’s gone 
For ever and for ever. 

CANZONET T. 

Mr. ARROWSMITH and Matter BRAHAM. 

To me, had clouds o’erfpread the iky, 

The drooping rofes feem’d to die : 

Plumes were rent from Zephyr’s wing, 

And blent was the voice of fpring : 

But Delia chac’d defpair away : 

Their livelieft bloom, the flow’rs difplay: 

Soft gales ?rife, and fan the grove, 

The hills and plains refound their love. 

The SAILORS’ GLEE. 

We be three mariners, newly come from the feas, 

We fpend our lives in jeopardy, 

While others live at eafe : 

Shall we go drink this round a round, 

And he that is a bully boy, come pledge me on this ground. 

We care not for thofe martial men, that do our ftates 

(difdain: 

But we care for thofe merchant-men, that do out ftates 

(maintain: 

To them we drink this round a round, 

And he that is a bully boy, come pledge me on this ground. 

SONGS in HERO and LEANDER, 

Scene the Banks of the Hellefpont « 

Mrs. FOX. 

Ere yet Aurora chace the dews, 

The lark his mattin fong renews, 

And fee ms to chide the fwains delay, 

To lofe fo fweet a part of day. 





















See from the ground his mate arife, 

And feems to mock our wand’rmg eyes : 
Still as the foars, her notes decay, 

’Til the faint warblings die away. 

SONG. 

Mrs. B U R N E T. 

When I was young, I danc’d and fung, 
My heart was lighter than a fly; 

No care my youthful bofom Hung, 

At ev’ry rout, pray who but I. 

At length the Urchin bent his bow, 

The vaorant arrow hit the mark , 

But Hymen ’folv’d his Ikill to (hew, 
Cur’d poor Safrina in the dark. 

SONG. 

Mr. BANNISTER. 
Alas how chang’d the face of things, 
Hark, hark, the howling tempeft lings ; 
Ah now ! the rebel winds fhe feels, 
Tofs’d on the billows, how (he reels. 

She’s now a wreck-Behold on high, 

Exploded thunder rends the Iky ; 

A dread convulfion moves the fhore ; 
And rocks the deep, unmov’d before. 

SONG. 

Mr. A R R O W S M I T H. 

Tranfparer.t now, and all ferene, 

The gentle current flows ; 

While fancy draws the flatt’ring fcenc : 
How fair the landfcape fhews. 

C a 
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But foon its tranfient charms decay, 
When ruff'ling tempefts blow ; 
The foft delulions fleet away : 

And pleafure ends in woe. 


SONG. 

Mr. W. PALMER, 

In the Charafter of a Bajhaw. 

Stand all aloofF, ye paltry jades ; 

And you, ye filthy knave of fpades : 

How dare you look beyond thofe pales, 

On me, who wears three thumping tails ? 
Don’t you all know, that at a blow, 

I'd fend vou to the (hadesbelow ? 

Begone! or elfe, I fwear, ods-bobs; 

I'U lend you home, without your nobs. 

SONG. 

Mrs. F O X. 

O, Sir, be confenting, b^kind, and relenting; 
Releafe thefe poor creatures and fend them aw 
Do but this, and you’ll find, 

How good natur’d and kind, 

I'll prove to my fpoufe, by night and by day. 

O come now. fweet lover, a pafTion difcover: 

A fly little Cupid, now lurks in thatfmile: 

Ev’ry maid muft furrender, 

To fuch a commander; 

You’ve found out a way, my poor heart to beguile. 

Behold like Apollp, his ringlets of yellow ! 
Behold, how like Mars, at this moment he Hands; 
His breath too difclofes, 

The perfume of rofes ; 

How plump, his round cheeks, and how taper his hands* 
O pome now, fweet lover, &c. 
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CHORUS 


P R I S O N E 


Happy, happy, happy day, 
Ev'ry heart its homage pay. 


R S 


CHORUS by the TURKS, 
Wake to harmony the voice; 

Rejoice—’tis mercy calls—rejoice. 

CHORUS ALL. 

Happy, happy, happy day, 

Ev’ry heart its homage pay ; 

Wake to harmony the voice, 
Rejoice—'tis mercy calls—rejoice. 

SONG, 

Mr. W. PALMER. 

Gentle Hero ! take my hand ; 

Love and life's at my command : 

Joy's furrounding, 

Sorrows drowning; 

BUL fhall gladden all the land. 

But if you refufe me, 

And think but to noofe me, 

In love's filken fetters; 

And fneer at your betters : 

By the Gods, now I fwear, 

From your bofom I'll tear— 

No (lop—I’ll do more ; 

I’ll deluge the (hore: 

With blood- 

Till nature looks wild: 

And before I retire, 

I’ll kindle a fire, 

That (hall toaft you, 

And road you, 

Man, Woman and Child. 
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SONG, 

Mr. BANNISTER. 

Hark ! the trumpet founds afar ; 

The clam’rous harbinger of war : 

Rouze Soldiers, rouze ; to arms, to arms : 

The call, my beating bofom warms : 

The foe infults our native fhore, 

And proudly mocks his conqueror. 

O Genious of this happy land ; 

Defcend ! and blefs thy chofen band : 

Give us to meet the daring foe ; 

’Tis liberty, (hall nerve the blow.— 

So when the toils of war are o'er, 

And meek-ey’d peace unlocks her (lore; 

Each youthful Hero, then fhall prove, 

A fweet reward, in faithful love. 

SONG, 

Mr. BANNISTER. 

O fee how he comes, how he moves thro* the gloom, 
Condufted by fate, and by love, to his doom: 

O fee the fond youth, to the fhore, now he bends, 
And quits his Companions, his Country, and Friends: 
Regardlefs of danger, he darts thro’ the wave ; 

*Tis Nature commands him, and Nature mufl fave. 

SONG, 

Mr. ARROWSMITH, 

Tune, the Banks of the Dee . 

Awake, my fweet Hero, my heart's dearefl: treafure; 

Leander now calls you, to love and delight; 

*Tis Hymen fhall fan&ify love's fofteft pleafure: 

Give our days all to joy, and to rapture the night. 
Awake then my charmer, and fhare tne fweet blefling; 
The moments now fly me, alas! how diftrefllng; 

O think of our joys, when carrefs’d and carrefling, 

A rife* my fweet Hero—love calls you away.~— 






























DUETTO, 

Mr. ARROWSMITH and Mrs. FOX. 
Come now my fweet love to the grove; 

The graces are waiting for you ; 

Thro* rofes and wood-bines we’ll rove. 
And kifs as all true-lovers do. 

HERO; 

O take both my hand and my heart, 

My lover, I know he is true ; 

‘Til death (hall direft us to part, 

We’ll kifs as all true-lovers do. 

EOT H. 

Adieu then to doubt and difpair; 

Fair virtue, our loves* will purfue: 
We*ll not know a moment of care, 

But kifs as all true-lovers do. 

SONG, 

MASTER BRAHAM. 
In the Char alter of Hymen • 

Sweeteft pleafures, never ceafmg ; 

Bleflings which the Gods prefent, 

Joys, with length of years increafing : 

Rofy health, and fweet content: 

Await the fair, and deck the youth, 
United in the bands of truth.— 

And when old time, with folemn pace, 
Shall call, to tell them, both muft die: 
Touch’d as he views their fond embrace : 

He’ll blefs them firft, then pafs them by. 
Sweeteft pleafures, &c. 

FINALE, 

Mr: ARROWSMIT H. 
Joy and pleafure, now go round, 

Beauty’s triumph is to day ; 
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Ev’ry voice, in chorus iound, 

This is Hytnen’s holiday.——* 

Drefs a garland for the fair : 

Care and forrow hither go : 
Daffodillies, 

Virgin lillies, 

Hymen fays he’ll have it fo.—- 
Mrs. FOX. 

Take my hand, you have my heart, 
Indeed you’ve had it long ago ; 

And now we’ll never, never part: 

Hvmen fays he’ll have it fo.- 

7 CHORUS. 

Joy and pleafure, &c. 

Mrs. BURNET. 
Cupid is a foolifh boy, 

Once he tvy’d on me, his bow ; 

But I never felt a joy, 

’Til Hymen faid he’d have it fo. 
CHORUS. 

Joy and pleafure, &c. 

Mr. W. P A L M E R. 
Mull I then, give up the fair, 

And fee them laughing at my woe; 
Live and lead a life of care : 

The devil fure would have itfo.— 
CHORUS. 

Joy and pleafure, &c. 

Mr. BANNISTER, 
Obferve ye fair, the moral here, 

Let virtue in your bolom glow; 

You then may bid adieu to fear, 
Hymen fays he’ll have it fo.—— 
CHORUS. 

Joy and pleafure, &c. 
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^^^LOVING SONG, by Mr. DELPINI, 

In Hobfon s Choice . 

recitative. 

Dearly Fanny, come here, I’ll give you fomething; 
I bought you this pretty cap ; 

Oh ! fye, put it in your lap ; 

Put it on, and flafh away, 

Will you marry me to day : 

There is money, all for you, 

Come, embrace me, pray now do. 


SONG. 


Dearly anddarley, what is the matter with you now ; 
Dearly anddarley, are you joking, pray tell me how: 
By, by, by, by, by; by pety beafa Ma Char; 

By pety Beafa ;-Oh my Dear. 

Dearly and darley, my love has cryed till fhe can’t fee ; 
Dearly and darley? oh, dear, and do you {till love rue : 

By, by, by, by, by; &c-Oh my honey. 

Dearly and darley, come kifs, kifs me, don’t flay behind ; 
Dearly and darley, you’ll find me ever true and kind : 
By, by, by, by, by; &c.-Oh, my foul— 


DRUNKEN SONG, by Mr. DELPINI. 

Oh ! what a misfortune befel me to dayl T . 

As I look’d for a pretty young girl ; J wice * 
They tumbled me into a large butt of (bong beer, 
I thought to be drowned therein : 

Be drowned therein, be drowned therein ; 
I thought to be drowned therein. 

But what is the reaf m I reel thus about; *1 y . 
Pm afraid the beer’s got in my head; J W1CC * 
I reel to and fro, like a fhip in a dorm. 

Oh, I wifh I was fafe in my bed : 

Safe in my bed, fafe in my bed ; 

Oh, I wifh I was fafe in my bed. 

D 
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SONGS 


In TRUE-BLUE, or the PRESS-GANG. 


TRUE BLUE. 
To be gazing on thofe charms; 

To be folded in thofe arms : 

To unite my lips with thofe, 
Whence eternal fweetnefs flows. 
To be lov’d by one fo fair. 

Is to be blefl beyond compare. 


NANCY. 

On my deareft to recline, 

• While his hand is lock’d in mine; 
In thofe eyes myfelf to view j 
Gazing ftill, and full on you: 

In thy arms, while thus I’m bleft, 
Ofev’ry joy I am poffefs’d. 


LIEUTENANT. 

RECITATIVE. 

% S ,r » y° u learn another fong to fing, 

Come, come along with me and ferve the King, 

SONG, 

NANCY. 

Oh where will you hurry my deareft? 

Say l fay to what clime, or what fliore! 
You tear from my arms the fincereft, 

That ever lov’d mortal before. 

Ah cruel, hard-hearted to prefs him, 

And force the dear youth from my arms p 
Reftore him, that I may carefs him, 

And fhield him from future alarms. 

In vain, you infult and deride me, 

And make but a feoff at my woes : 

You ne’r from .my dear fliall divide m«, 

I’ll follow where ever he goes. 























Think not of the mercilefs ocean ; 
My foul any terror can have : 

. For foon as the (hip makes its motion, 
So foon lhall the fea be my grave. 

LIEUTENANT. 
Honor calb, he mull obey ; 

Love to glory mult give way : 

Loaden with the fpoils of Spain, 
Triumphant he’ll return again. 

dialogue. 

NANCY. 

And canlt thou leave thy Nancy, 

And quit thy native fhore: 

It comes into my fancy, 

I ne’er fhall fee thee more. 

TRUE BLUE. 
Yes, I mult leave my Nancy, 

To plough the boilt’rous main, 

Let fear ne’er fill thy fancy. 

For we lhall meet again. 

NANCY. 

Amidlt the foaming billows, 

Where thund’ring cannons roar, 
You’ll think on thefe green willows, 
And with yourfelf on fhore. 

TRUE BLUE. 

Nor fire, nor fword appal me, 

When glory points the way ; 

Great George and England call me, 
And I with joy obev. 
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NANCY. 

May guardian Gods proteft thee* 

From Water, Fire, or Steel* 

And may no fears affeft thee, 

Like thofe which now I feel. 

TRUE-BLUE. 

I leave to heav’ns proteftion, 

My life, my only dear, 

* You have my foul’s affe&ion, 

So dill conclude me here. 

True-Blue, Nancy , Lieut . Dreadnaught , Careful ana 
Gang . 

DREADNAUGHT. 

Now away my brave boys, hoid the flag beat the drum, 
Let the dreamers wave over the main, 

When old England calls us, we merrily come, 

She fha’nt call a Sailor in vain. 

Already we feem an Armada to chace, 

Already behold the Galleons ; 

Undaunted, unconquer’d, look death in the face, 
And return with a load of Doubloons. 

Then farewell fora time, lovely Sweethearts, dearWivrs, 
Nancy, fear not the fate of True-blue, 

Though we leave you and merrily venture our lives, 
To our Doxies we'll ever be true. 

With fpirit we go an Armada to chace, 

With rapture behold the Galleons ; 

Undaunted, unconquer’d, look death in the face, 

And return with a load of Doubloons. 
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SONGS in DON JUAN. 

Song by Mr. D E L P I N I. 

See that pretty creature there ; 

Oh, how handfome ! Oh, how Fair . 
Kifs me. Love, I pray now do; 

Give me one, and I’ll give two. 


How a fmack wou’d do me good; 
Raifemy fpirit, fire my blood: 
Kifs me Love, I pray now do; 
Give me one, and I’ll give two. • 


SONG. 

Mr. A R R O W S M I T II 

Come jolly boys, that Sailors be, 

Who oft have plough’d the dang rous fea; 

And when you hear the whittling wind, 

Still think of her you left behind : 

Still let her pleafing image near, 

Preferve your faithful heart from rear , 

And to the bread the tablet keep, 

Thro’ all the dangers of the deep. 

Come, come jolly boys, who Sailors be, 
Who are fo happy, and fo free . 

The lucklefs land-men’s quiet mind, 

By home or wife is oft confin d; 

Whilft we, tho’ dreaded thunders roll. 

That know no power to (hake our foul; 

O’er diftant fcenes in triumph hurl’d, 

Still feel no limits but the World. 


U U -Ca A • 

Mifs BURNETT and Mrs. FOX. 
Thus for Men the Women fair, 

Lay the cunning, cunning fnare; 
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While like filh, the Men will rove, 

And with beauty fall in love : 

What is beauty but the bait; 

Oft repented when too late. 

If too rafh to feize the prize, 

Now difplay’d before your eyes ; 

How you’ll rue, when all is pad:, 

Hymens hook, which holds you fad: ; 

E’re you many, then beware, 

*Tis a blcffing, or a fnare. 

SONGS in the RECRUITING SERGEANT. 

SONG. 

(Sergeant) Mr. BANNISTER. 

All gallant lads, who know no fears 
To the drum-head repair ; 

1 o ferve the king for volunteers, 

Speak you, my boys, that dare. 

Come, who’ll be a grenadier P 
The liding-money down, 

Is three guineas, and a crown, 
r i o be fpent in punch or beer. 

SONG. 

(Countryman) Mr. W. PALMER. 

Adds flefh, I’ll go with him, 

Adds flefh, but I will : 

So hold your tongues dill. 

Nor mother, nor wife, 

Thof they drive for their life, 

Shall baulk’t, an my fancy be fo. 

























SONG, 

(Sergeant) Mr. BANNISTER* 

Come beat away a Royal March. 

Rub, rub, rub a dub ; 

Rub, rub, rub a dub: 

Of no poltroons I come in fearch, 

Who cowardly fneak, 

When the tongues of war fpeak : 

But of noble fouls, who death dare (land, 
Againft the foes of-Qld England. 

Drums ftrike up a flourifh, and follow me now 
All honed; hearts and clever; 

Free quarters and beer at the fign of the Plow i 
Huzza ! King George for ever. 

SONG* 

(Mother) Mrs. BURNETT* 

C ut upon thee, wicked locuft, 

Worfe in country nor a plague y 
Men by thee are hocuft, pocuft,. 

Into danger and fatigue : 

And the Juflices outbear thee 
In thy tricks, but I don’t fear thee r 
No northofe that with thee league* 

My fon has enough at home, 

He need not for bread to roam ; 

Already his pay, 

Is twelve-pence per day, 

His honed labour’s fruits ; 

Then get thee a trudging quick,. 

For gad, if I take a ftick, 

I’ll make thee repent, 

When here thee wert fent, 

A drumming for recruits,. 





Royalty . 


1 


( 32 ) 

RECITATIVE. 

(Wife) Mifs BURNETT. 

Dear Jofeph, what’s come o’er thee, tell me, do : 
Three babes we have, I work for them, and you ; 
You work for us, and both together earn, 

What keeps them tight, and puts them out to learn. 
But, if a foldiering you’re bent to roam, 

We all (hall Ihortly to the parifh come; 

And the church-wardens, no one to befriend us, 

Will, for the next thing, to the workhoufe fend us. 
Thee know’ft at workhoufe how poor folks are ferv’d, 
Bill, Tom, and Sufan, will be quickly ftarv’d, 

AIR.* 

Oh could you bear to view, 

Your little Tom and Sue ; 

Ta’en up by crofs o’erfeers ; 

And think that heiplefs I, 

To give them, when they cry. 

Have nothing but my tears ? 

You cannot have the heart, 

With them and me to part, 

For folks, you know not who ! 

With richer friends than we, 

And prouder you may be, 

But none will prove fo true. 

SONG. 

(Sergeant) Mr. BANNISTER. 
Comrade, your hand : I love a lad of foul; 

Your name, to enter on my mufler roll; 

To Juflice Swear'em, then, to take our oath : 

* Taking a Boy and Girl, one in each Hand. 
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(Countryman) Mr, W. PALMER.- 

Hold, Serjeant, hold, there’s time enough for both, 
If I’ve a mind to lift, I’ll lifts 4 y e ’ 

But fome difcourfe firft, betwixt yow and me. 
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(Sergeant) Mr. BANNISTER. 

O what a charming thing’s a battle ! 
Trumpets founding, drums a beating ; 
Crack, crick, crack, the cannons rattle._ 
Ev’ry heart with joy elating. 

With what pleafure are we fpying. 

From the front and from the rear, 
Round us in the fmoaky air, __ 
Heads, and limbs, and bullets, flying. 
Then the groans of foldiers dying ; 

Juft like fparrows, as it were, 

At each pop, 

Hundreds drop ; 

While the mufkets prittle prattle ! 

Kill’d and wounded, 

Lie confounded; 

What a chatming thing’s a battle ! 

But the plealant joke of all, 

Is when to clofe attack we fall ; 

Like mad bulls each other butting,. 
Shooting, ftabbing, maiming, cutting ; 
Horfe, and foot, 

All go to’t, 

Kill’s the word, both men and cattle : 
Then to plunder: 

Blood and thunder, 

What a charming thing’s a battle! 
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PASTORAL and PATHETIC. 


ROUNDELAY. 

In my pleafant native plains, 

Wing’d with blifs each moment flew ; 
Nature there infpir’d the flrains, 
Simple as the joys I knew ; 

Jocund morn and evening gay 
Claim'd the merry Roundelay* 


Fields and floks, and flagrant flowers. 
All that health and joy impart; 
Call'd for artlefs mufic's pow'rs 
Faithful echoes to the heart! 

Happy hours for ever gay 

Claim‘d the merry Roundelay. 


But the breath of genial fpring 
Wak<d the warblers of the grove ; 
Who, fweet birds, that heard you ling, 
Would not join the fong of love? 
Your fweet notes and chauntings gay, 
Clain^d the merry Roundelay. 
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By L. Macknally, Efq. 

The northern blafl, that chilling blows, 
Adown the mountain’s fnowy fide, 
The tendril bites, and blights the rofe, 
And withers all the valley’s pride. 

More fatal bites not, through the grove,^ 
The Winter's fharp and canker’d toot 
Then doth the blight of hopelefs love, 
The tender bud of haplefs youth. 


Yet awhile, Iweet fleep, deceive me, 

Fold me in thy downy arms^; 

Let not care awake to grieve me; 

Lull me with thy potent charms. 

I, a turtle, doom'd to ftray, 

Quilting yours, the parent’s neft. 

Find each bird a bird of prey ; 

Sorrow knows not where to reft. 

By GEORGE KEATE, Esq. 

ndmuft I ever vent my fighs in air? 

Tho* with a true, yet fruitlefs paflionburn ? 
forrow ftill lament my abfent fair ? 

^.nd will her truant Heps no more return ? 

me ! I fear fhe will difown the plain, 

3ur humble village,.andour peaceful green ; 
lfe in the noify town /he’d ne’er remain 
When fpring invites her to the fylvan fccne. 
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Paftoraland Pathetic 

She, who was fir ft to pluck the early rofe. 

And twine a garland for the may-pole’s head; 

She, whom our feflive virgins ever chofe 
Their rural leader, is unkindly fled ! 

Why tarries thus my fair, when nature fheds 
Her gay profufion o’er the rifing year ; 

When for my flocks the mead its treafure fpreads. 
And woods and lawns in vernal pride appear ? 

Perhaps fome polifh’d lover courts thy fmile, 

And pours his flattVmg accents in thine ear : 

Or does fome wealthy Lord thine heart beguile, 

And keep thee abfent from thy fhepherd here ? 

O ! let not Wealth or Flatt’ry warp thy mind : 
Their blandifhments will foon deceitful prove ; 

And thou their vidlim then too late may’ll find. 

That ai tlefs Truth alone is friend to Love \ 

Love lights his torch at Virtue’s facred fires, 

He comes in fweet fimplicity array’d : 

Far from the pomp of life by choice retires, 

And feeks the covert of its tranquil fhade. 

No lands have I, no honors to difplay, 

Alike to fortune, as to fame, unknown ; 

I only boafi: a heart that mourns thy flay, 

A faithful heart, that beats for thee alone. 

The bloom cf May, like thee, that’s ever fair, 

The brook clear-bubbling, and the cooling breeze; 

E’en the mirth-moving bag-pipe, fee to care, 

When thou art from me, lofe their pow’r to pleafe. 

Ah ! what avails to tread the flow’ry field, 

Qr view the landfcape from the clifted deep ? 
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Pajtoral and Pathetic _ 

No obje£ts now their wonted, pleafare yield, 

But feem like me to languifh, and to weep. 

While my companions mingle in the dance, 

And each is jocund with his conflant maid* 

I mule on thee, bewail my own mdchance, 

And, fallen, fit me down beneath the fhade. 

Return once more, fweet nymph, and joy excite, 
Bright as thyfelf fhali nature then feem dreft ; 

Bring>ack thy blulhing graces to my fight, 

Reward my truth, and make thy fhepherd blelu 

* H O P E. 

Hope, thou fource of ev’ry blefiing, 

Parent of each joy* divine ! 

Ev’ry balmy fweet poffefling, 

Ev’ry promis’d bhfs be thine. 

Softeft friend to heart-felt anguifh. 

Lend, O ! lend thy pow’rful aid ; 

Bid the lover c&afe to languifh, 

Cheer the fond defpairing maid. 

By W.SHENSTONE, Esq. 

How pleas’d, within my native bow’rs, 
Erewhile I pafs’d the day ! 

Was ever fcene fo deck’d with flow’rs ? 

Were ever flow’rs fo gay ? 

How fweetly fmil’d the hill, the vale, 

And all the landfcape round ! 

The river gliding down the dale, 

The hill with beeches crown’d! 

E 2 









Pajlortl and Pathetic 

But now when, urg’d by tender woes, 

I fpeed to meet my’dear. 

That hill and dream my zeal oppofe, 

And check my fond career. 

No more fince Daphne was my theme, 
Their wonted charms I fee ; 

That verdant hill and filver dream 
Divide my love and me. 

LOVE AND DESPAIR, 

No more the fedive train I’ll join : 

Adieu ! ye rural fports, adieu ! 

For what, alas ! have griefs like mine 
W ith padimes or delights to do ? 

Let hearts at eafe fuch pleafures prove ; 

But I am all defpair and love. 

Ah, well-a-day! how chang’d am 11— 
When late I feiz’d the rural reed, 

So foft my drains, the herds hard by 
Stood gazing, and forgot to feed ; 

But now my drains no longer move ; 

They’re difeord all, defpair, and love. 

Behold around my draggling flieep, 

The faired once upon the lea; 

No fwain to guide, no dog to keep, 
Unfhorn they dray, nor mark’d by me. 

The drepherds mourn to fee them rove 

They afk the caufe; I anfwer, Love. 

Neglefted love fird taught my eyes 
With tears of anguifhto o’erdow ; 

3 Tis that which fill’d my bread with fighs, 
And tun’d my pipe to notes of woe: 

Love has occafion’d all my fmart, 

Difpers'd my flock, and broke my heart* 
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The Happy Shepherd. 

With the fun I rife at morn, 

Hade my flocks into the mead : 

By the fields of yellow corn, 

There my gentle lamkins feed: 

Ever fportive, ever gay, 

While the merry pipe I play. 

Lovely Mira joins the drain ; 

Calls the wand’rer to its mate : 

Her fweet voice can foothe each pain. 
And make the troubled heart elate ; 
Ever cheerful, ever gay. 

While the merry pipe I play. 


When from Winter’s rugged arms 
Zephyrs fleeting leave the grove, 
Mira cheers me with her charms; 

For her fong is tun’d to love: 

Ever happy, ever gay, 

On the merry pipe I play. 

Tho’ no fplendour deck my cor, 

With my Fair I live content; 

May it be my happy lot, 

Still to love, and ne’er repent; 
While, at dawn and fetting day, 

On the merry pipe I play ! 

By LORD LYTTELTON.* 

Adieu to the village delights, 

Which lately my famjy enjoy’d ! 

No longer the count^invites ; 

To me all its p^afures are void. 







Paftoral and Pathetic 

Adieu, thou fweet health-breathing hill! 

Thou can(l not my comfort reflore: 

For ever adieu my dear vi 11! 

My Lucy, alas ! is no more, 

She, fhe was the cure of my pain, 

My hie fling, my honor, my pride: 

She ne’er gave me caufe to complain, 

Till that fatal day when fhe died. 

Her eyes, that fo beautiful flione, 

Areclofed for ever in fleep ; 

And mine, fince my Lucy is gone, 

Have nothing to do but to weep. 

Could my tears the bright angel reflore, 

Like a fountain, they never fhould ceafe; 
But Lucy, alas! is no more, 

And I am a flranger to peace. 

Let me copy, with fervour devout, 

The virtues that glow’d in her heart; 

Then foon, when life’s fand is run out, 

We fhall meet again, never to part. 

By Mr. G A Y. 

Virgins are like the fair flow’r in its luflre, 

Which in the garden enamels the ground; 

There the bees hover, and murmur, and duller, 
And gaudy butterflies frolic around. 

But, when once pluck’d, ’tisno longer alluring; 

To Covent-Garden ’tis brought, while yet fweet; 
There droops, and fades, and grows paft all enduring 
Rots, (links, and dies, and is trod under feet. 

The COTTAGER’S WISH. 

Where the light cannot pierce, in a grove of tall trees, 
With my Fair-one as blooming a? May, 
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j p a floral and Pathetic 

Undifturb’d by all found but the fighsof the breeze, 
Let me pafs the hot noon of the day. 


When the Sun, lefs intenfe, to the weft ward inclines, 
nwpiit: For the meadows the groves we’ll forfake, 

twfctoanjfy • And fee the rays dance, as inverted he diincs 
wv^lSitU, On the face of fome river or lake. 

Where my Faireft and I, on its verge as we pafs, 
t -.vLucyii ^ ' (For *d s flic that mud dill be my theme) 

i ‘ j do but to wotp, ^ ur fhadows may view on the watery glafs, 

While the fifh are at play in the dream. 
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May the herds ceafe to low, and the lambkins to bleat, 
When fhe fings me fome amorous drain ; 

Allbefilent and hufh’d, urdefsecho repeat 
The kind words and fweet founds back again J 

And when we return to our cottage at night. 

Hand in hand as we fauntenng dray. 

Let the Moon’s filver beams through the leaves give us 
Juft aired us, and chequer our way. (light, 


< u: ioVt’WiUbln, 
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Let the nightingale warble itc notes in our walk, 
As thus gently and dowly wc move ; 

And let no fingls thought be exprefs’d in our talk, 
But of frienddiip improv’d into love. 



X 3 , nipfiptr 


Thus enchanted each day with thefe rural delights, 
And fecure from ambition’s alarms, 

Soft love and repofe fhall divide aii our nights, 
And each morning fhall rife with new charms* 


i The Despairing Lover. 

oiiictrs * 1 

I-Iow can the Mufeslend their happy aid ! 

. ... ...iif Ah! how can fancy brighten up the fone! 

- aut y and rove can only be difplay’d, 

here mutual paffioQ does the theme prolong. 
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paftorai and Pathetic 

There folding Venus leads the happy hours 
There Cupid only lends his golden dart; 

There lovers breathe their vows, in rofy bow’rs, 
And rapture plays alike around each heart. 

There may the Mufes ev’ry wreath entwine ; 

With notes fcraphic ftrike upon the ear : 

But melancholy thoughts alone are mine ; 

And ev’ry profpeft difmal, dark, and drear. 

For Love the tyrant tiiumphs in my bread, 

With all his force of jealoufies and fears ; 

Nor will allow my foul one moment’s reft: 

My heart he breaks; my eyes fuffufe with tears. 

With garlands gay let others then be crown’d, 

And lead the blufhing bride to Hymen’s fane; 
My temples, with dark yew and cyprefs bound, 
Shall beft exprefs my forrow and my (hame. 

Canzonet. 

By GENERAL BURGOYNE. 

For tendernefs framed in life’s earlieftday, 

A parent’s loft forrows to mine led the way: 

The leflbn of pity was caught from her eye, 

And, ere w ords were my own, I fpoke in a figh. 


The nightingale plunder’d, the mate-widow’d dove, 
The warbled complaint of the fuffering grove, 

To youth as it ripen’d gave fentiment new, 

The objea ftill changing, the fympathy true. 

Soft embers of paflion yet reft in the glow— 

A warmth of more pain may this breaft never know 1 
Or, if too indulgent the blefling I claim, 

Let the fpark drop from region that wakens the flame, 
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Paftor aland Pathetic 

By JOHN MILTON. 

Sweet Echo! fweeteft nymph ; that liv’ft unfeen, 
Within thine airy cell 
By flow Meander’s margent green, 

And in the violet-embroider’d vale, 

Where the love-lorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her fad long mourneth well ; 

Can ft thou not tell me of a gentle pair, 

That likeft thy NarcilTus are? 

Oh ! if thou have hid them in fome flow’ry cave, 
Tell me but where, 

Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the fpherei 
So may’ll thou be tranllated to the fkie?,., 

And give refounding grace to all Heav’n’s harmonies! 

The SEDUCED FAIR. 

She came from* the hills of the Weft; 

A fmile of contentment fh^ v ore ; 

Her heart was a garden of reft ; 

But, ah ! the fweet feafon is o’er. 


How oft, by the ftreams in the wood, 
Delighted, fhe’d ramble and rove ! 
And, while {he Hood marking the flood. 
Would tune up a ftanza of love. 

*?*>¥«■ ■ .. 

In rural diverlion and play, 

. The Summers glid fmoothly along : 

1 i jitfMt# And her Winters pafs’d brifkly away, 

;,r.ymW Cheer’d up with a tale or a fong. 


itSf* 


At length a deftroyer came by, 

A youth of more perfon than parts, 
Well Ikill’d in the arts of the eye, 
The conqueft and havock of hearts. 
* F 










Pajlorat and Pathetic 

He led her by fountains and dreams, 

He woo’d her with fonnets and books 

He told her his tales and his dreams, 
And mark’d their effett in her looks. 

He taught her by midnight to roam, 
Where fpirits and fpeftres affright; 

For paflions increal'c with the gloom. 
And caution expires with the light. 

At length, like a rofe from the fpray, 
Like a lily juft pluckt from the Item, 

She droop'd, and fhe faded away, 
Thrown by and negle&ed like them. 

To Delia. 

By Lord Lyttelton, 

The heavy hours are almoft paft, 

That part my love and me; 

My longing eyes may hope at laft 
Their only wifh to fee : 

But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you’ve left fo long ? 

Will love in all your pulfes beat, 

And tremble on your tongue ? 

Will you in ev’rv look declare, 

Your heart is ftill the fame ; 

And heal each idly anxious care, 

Our fears in abfence frame ? 

Th us, Delia, thus I paint the feene. 
When wc (hall fhortly meet, 

And try what yet remains between 
Off loit'ring time to cheat. 
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fajforal and Pathetic 

But if the dream, thatfoothes my min?!, 

Shall falfe and groundless prove ; 
in am doom’d at length to find, 

You have forgot to love ; 

All I of Venus a(k is this, 

No more to let us join ; 

But grant me here the flatt'ring blifs, 

To die and think you mine. 

The bashful Lover. 

Sweet tyrant Love, but hear me now; 

And cure, while young, the pleafing fmart; 
Or rather aid my trembling vow ; 

And teach me to reveal my heart. 

Tell her, whofe goodnefs is my bane, 

Whofe looks have fmil’d my peace away, 
Ah ! whifper how fhc gives me pain. 

While undefigning, frank, and gay. 

'Tis not for common charms I figh ; 

Nor what the vulgar Beauty call; 

’Tis not a lip, a cheek, an eye ; 

But 'tis the foul that lights them all. 

For that I drop this tender tear ; 

For that I breathe this artlefs moan : 

Oh ! whifper love into her ear ; 

And make the bafhfui lover known. 

Lady Jane Gray's Lamentation. 

From thefe dread walls, this melancholy tow'r, 
Doom’d the fad vi&im of relentlefs PowYst 
Where Ruin fits in gloomy pomp array'd, 

And circling Horrors fpread their mournful lhade; 
I fend the tribute of a fhort'ning life, 

The laft memorial of a faithful Wife: 

Fa 








Paftoraland Pathetic - 

For ev’ry hope on this fide Heav’n is fled, 

And Death’s pale banner waves around my head. 
It yet perchance may cheer my Lord to know, 
That Suffolk’s Daughter finks not with her woe: 
Beneath its weight I feel myfelf refign’d ; 

Though flrong its preffure, ftronger {till my mind. 
This duty paid to Thee, each care is o’er, 

Nor my hard fortune fhall diftrefs me more. 

Queen Mary’s Lamentation. 

I figh, and lament me in vain ; 

Thefe walls can but echo my moan : 

Alas! it increafes my pain, 

When I think on the days that are gone. 

Thro’ the grate of my prifon I fee 
The birds, as they wanton in air ; 

My heart, how it pants to be free ! 

My looks, they are wild with defpair. 

Above, tho’ opprefl by my fate, 

I burn with contempt for my foes ; 

Tho* Fortune has alter’d my (late, 

She ne’er can fubdue me to thofe. 

’ 

Falfe Woman J in ages to come 
Thy malice detefted fhall be ; 

And when we are cold in the tomb, 

Some heart ftill will forrow for me. 

Ye roofs, where cold damps and difmay, 

With filence and folitude dwell j 
How comfortlefs paffes the day f 
How fad tolls the evening bell 1 

The owls from the battlements cry, 

Hollow winds feem to murmur around, 

« Oh, Maiy | prepare thee to die ! 9 

My blood, it runs cold at the found. 
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paftoral and Pathetic 

Werter and Charlotte, 

When Werter fair Charlotte beheld, 

As flie danc'd with the nymphs ori the green, 
He thought ev’ry maid fhe excell’d ; 

And he prais’d the foft grace of her mein. 

But, all her accomplifhments known, 

Gentle Werter began to adore; 

He fighs fora heart not her own ; 

And the joys pf poor Werter are o’er. 

Tho’ vows the fair Charlotte engag’d, 

As a friend, gentle Werter was dear; 

Her fmiles oft his forrow affuag’d, 

While Pity has dropt a foft tear. 

Urg’d by Love, he grew bold, and fhe cried, 
‘Werter, leave me, and fee me no more/ 

He figh’d—he obey’d-—and he died ! 

Then the forrows of Werter deplore. 

Ye nymphs, let not Cupid deceive, 

Under Pity’s foft garb hide his dart; 

Werter’s forrows are laid in the grave, 

While Pity Hill wrings Charlotte's heart i 

And oft o'er his grave has (he cried, 

While with flow’rets fhe deck’d it all o’er r 
‘ He faw me—he lov’d—and he died : * 

Then the forrows of Werter deplore. 

The Charms of a Pastoral LiEE. 

W’hen weftern breezes fart the {horc* 

And gently fwell the azure wave, 

I yield unto the foft’ning Pow’r : 

(The Mufe’s tranfpdtt then would grieve. 
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Paftoraland Pathetic 

When loud the thick’ning tempers fly, 
Enrage, and dalh the foaming floods; 

From the rude feene I trembling hie, 

And plunge into the fafer woods. 

Norfea. nor deaf'ning din, is there, 

The Itormy fury ftraight does pleafe : 

I hear it founding from afar; 

It fmgs or murmurs through the trees. 

A fifherman I would not live, 

Who labours in the pathlefs deep ; 

Whofe cruel ait is to deceive, 

Whofc dwelling is a brittle Ihip. 

Let me my bleating ewes attend, 

(Harmlefs myfeif, and blefs’d as they ;) 

With them my morning fteps I'll bend, 
With them I'll wait the doling day. 

Now underneath a plane-tree laid, 
Orcarelefs by a lulling Aream, 

Let me enjov the cooling lhade, 

Or fwectly fink into a dream. 

Absence lamented. 

Ye nymphs and fwains, that fweetly play 

On Tweed’s fam'd banks, or winding Tay, 

Ah fay, what happy fpot detains 

My Peggy, fince (he left thefe plains ? 

Say, in what bow’r, beneath what fliadc. 

Soft {lumbers lull the gentle maid ; 

For Love (hall lend me wings to fly ; 

And pow'rXul Fancy place me nigh. 
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faftoral and Pathetic 

Alas! the blifsful feene how chang'd, . 
Where once we both with pleafure rang’d! 
Not half fo fair the lily fprings ; 

Not half fo fweet the linnet fings. 


Hafle then, my lovely Fair, once more ; 
Oh ! hafte to blcfs the Southern fhore : 
And April’s clouds fhallfmile as gay 
As all the blooming fweets of May. 


Yet rather may the Fates deny 
Thy beauties to my longing eye, 

If Time a ciuel change has wrought, 

Or Tweed a fweetcr lefTon taught ! 

But fhould thy faithful fhepferd find 
His lovely Peggy (till is kir d. 

Then abfence fhdl thy charms improve; 
And I with double rapture love* 


Harvest Home, 

What cheerful founds fature our ears, 

And echo o’er th * hwn ! 

Behold ! the loaded car appears, 

In joyful triumph drawn. 

The nymphs and [wains, a jovial band, 

St li fhouting as they come ; 

With ruflic inftrumenrs in hand, 

Proclaim the harveft-home. 

The golden fhe*ves, pil’d «>p on high, 
Within the barn are ftor’d; 

The careful hind, with Fcret joy 
Exulting, views his hoard. 

His abiiur’s paft, he counts his gains ; 

And, freed from anxious care, 

His c ’Iks are broach’d ; the fun-burnt Twain* 
His rural plenty fliare. 
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taftoral and Pathetic 

In dance and Tong the night is fpent; 

• All ply the flowing bowl; 

Andjefts and harmlefs merriment 
Expand the artlefs foul. 

Young Colin whifpers Rofalind, 

Who ftiil reap’d by his fide ; 

And plights his troth, if fhe prove kind, 
To take her for his bride. 

For joys like thefe, through circling years, 
Their toilfome talk they tend: 

The hind fucceflive labours bears, 

In profpeft of the end ; 

In Spring, or Winter, fows his feed, 
Manures, or tills the foil : 

In Summer various cares fucceed ; 

Bat harvefl crowns his toil. 

The Valentine of hopeless Love. 

Wak’d by the breath of Spring, in ev’ry vale, 
The latent primrofe rears her fickly head ; 
The virgin fnow-drop decks her verdant bed; 
And vi’lets blue perfume the palling gale. 

The tuneful linnet plumes her fpeckled wing ; 
The tender (lock-dove cooes in ev’ry grove; 
The foaring lark fings. loud the fong of love^- 
All nature owns thy influence—genial Spring ! 

All—all but me !—condemn’d by wayward Fate 
To bear Love’s keeneft arrow in my bread ; 
’Tis vain to wifh—to hope, alas !—too late— 
No change.of feafon brings my bofom reft. 

A tear from thee is all the boon I crave, 

To wet the with’ring fod that marks myg rave. 
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DAMON and FLAVIA. 

Near a fmooth river's lonely fide, 
Where tuneful Naiads gently glide, 
A fecret grotto ftands ; 

Within a rock's hard bofom made, 
Hid in the gloom of awful {hade ; 
The work of Nature's hands. 
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This fweet retreat, that once had been 
Ofjoy and love the chofen fcene, 

Poor injur'd Flavia fought: 

But—to complain of Damon's vow 
There made and broke——{he chofe it now, 
With rage and borrow fraught. 

The hollow rock, where fhe reclin’d, 

She thought was like falfe Damon's mind ; 

His dark defign —the {hade ; 

The deep (mooth ftreain—his tempting face ; 
Its found—his tongue's deluding grace, 

That won, and that betray'd. 

Damon, one evening as he ftray'd, 

To meet fome other tender maid, 

O'erheard her mournful plaint ; 

Her fighs, and tears, and foft'defpair 
Infefted all the neighbouring air, 

And forc’d him to relent. 

And now {he thinks, fince Damon’s kind, 
The Ready rock {fill like his mind ; 

His love -the friendly {hade ; 

The clear fmooth ftream---his lovely face ; 
Its foothing found—the tongue's foft grace, 
That all her woes repaid. 

G 








Pojtoral and Pathetic 

“ No more be fear'd, then, Fortune's 
“ 'Tis Fancy al) our blifs devours, 

“ ° r gives content, we find. 

“ Men may be happy, if they plcafe ; 
“ We are ourfelves our own difeafe • 

“ The fault is in the mind,” 


By Mrs. Barbauid. 

When firfi, upon your tender cheek, 
I faw the morn of Beauty break, 
With mild and cheering beam, 

I bow’d before your infant fhrine; 
The earlieft fighs you had were mine, 
And you my darling theme. 


I faw you, in that opening morn, 

For Beauty’s boundlefs empire born, 
And fir it confefs’d your fway; 

And ere your thoughts, devoid of art, 
Cou’d learn the value of a heart, 

I gave my heart away. 

I watch’d the dawn of ev’ry grace, 

And gaz’d upon that angel face, 

While vet ? twas fafe to gaze ; 

1 fondly blefs’d each rifing charm, 

Nor thought fuch innocence could harm 
1 he peace of future days. 

But now, defpotic, o’er the plains 
The awful noon of Beauty reigns, 

And kneeling crouds adore : 

Thefe charms arife too fiercely bright; 
Banger and death attend the fight, 

And I muff hope no more. 






















P. floral and Pathetic 

Thus to the rifmg god of day, 

Their early vows the Perfians pay, 

And blefs the fpreadirtjsf fi.e, 

Whofe glowing chariot, mounting, foon 

Pours on their heads the burning noon ; 
They ficken and expire. 

By Percy. 

O Nancy, wilt thou go with me, 

Nor figh to leave the flaunting town ? 

Can filent glens have charms for thee, 
The lowly cot and ruflet gown ? 

No longer dred in fllken fheen, 

No longer deck’d with jewels rare, 

Say, cand thou quit each cou;iiry fcene, 
Where thou wert faired >t ih< fair? 

O Nancy, when thou’rt faraway, 

Wilt thou not cad a wifh behind ? 

Say, cand thou face the parching ray* 
Nor fhrink before the wintry wind ? 

O can that foft and gentle mien 

Extremes of hardfhip learn to bear; 

Nor, fad, regret each courtly fcene, 
Where thou wert faired of the fair ? 

/ 

O Nancy, cand thou love fo true, 
Through penh keen with me to go ? 

Or. when thy (wain mifhap (hall rue, 

To (hare with him the pangs of woe ? 

Say, fhould difeafe or pain befal, 

Wilt thou aflume the nurfe’s care ? 

Nor, widful, thofe gay fcenes recall, 
Where thou wert faired of the fair. 
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And when at laft thy love (hall die, 

ilt thou receive his parting breath P 
Wilt thou reprefs each ftruggling figh, 

And cheer with (miles the bed of death? 
And wilt thou o’er his breathlefs clay 
t Strew flow'rs, and drop the tender tear ? 
Ivor then regret thofe feenes fo gay, 

Where thou wert fairefl of the fair ? 


By W. Shenstone, Esq. 

Perhaps it is not love, faid T, 

That melts my foul when Flavia’s nioh : 
M/ here wit andfenfe like her’s agree, 
One may be pleas’d, and yet be free.. 

The beauties of her polifh’d mind, 

It needs no lover’s eye to find ; ’ 

The hermit freezing in his cell 
Might wifh the gentle Flavia well. 

It is not love—-averfe to bear 
The fervile chain that lovers wear, 

Eet, let me all my fears remove, 

My doubts difpel—it is not love--.- 

Oh ! when did wit fo brightly fhine 
In any form lefs fair then thine ? * 

It is—it is Love’s fubtie fire. 

And under friendfhip lurks defire. 

BEAUTY DEFINED. 

1 Jl not r t * ,e hrightnefs of thofe eyes, 

in at fwirn with pleafure and delight; 
i\os thofe fair heav’nly arches which arife 
° cr each of them to fliade their light: 












fa ft oral and Pathetic 

’Tis not that hair which plays with ev ? ry wind, 

And loves to wanton found thy face ; 

Now firayingo’er thy forehead, now behind 
Retiring with infidious grace. 

’Tis not that lovely range of teeth, as white 
Asnew-fhorn fheep, equal and fair; 

Nor ev’n that gentle fmile, the hearts delight, 

With which no fmile could e’er compaie : 

’Tis not that chin fo round, that neck fo fine, 

Thofe breads that fwell to meet my love; 

That eafy doping waift, that form divine, 

Nor aught below, nor aught above. 

’Tis not the living colours over each, 

By Nature’s fined pencil wrought, 

To lharpe the frefh-blown rofe, and blooming peach. 
And mock the happieft painter’s thought; 

But ’tis that gentle mind, that ardent love, 

So kindly anfwering my defire; 

That grace with which youlook, and fpeak and move, 
That thus have fet my foul on fire. 


Love the All of Life. 

By GENERAL BURGOYNE. 

When firfl this humble roof I knew, 

With various cares I drove : 

My grain was fcarce, my fheep were few* 
My All of Life was Love. 

By mutual toil our board was drefs’d, 

The fpringour drink bellow’d ; 

But, when her lip the brim had prefs’d, 

The cup with ne&ar flow’d. 










Pa/loral andPathetic \ r 

Content and Peace the dwelling fhar’d; 

No other gueft came nigh : 

In them was giv‘n (tho* Gold was fpar’d) 
What Gold could never buy. 

No value has a fplendid lot, 

But as the means to prove, . 

That, from the caftle to the cot, 

The Ail of Life is Love. 

To Cynthia. 

By PETER PINDAR, Esq. 

O thou ! whofe love infpiring air 
Delights, yet gives a thoufand woes; 

My Day declines in dark defpair, 

And Night hath loft her fweet repofe : 

Yet who, alas ! like me was bleft, 

To others ere thy charms were krfbwn ; 

When Fancy told my raptur’d bread, 

That Cynthia fmil’d on me alone ? 

Nymph of my foul, forgive my fighs ; 
Forgive the jealous fires I feel; 

Nor blame the trembling wretch, who dies, 
When others to thy beauties kneel. 

Lo ! theirs is ev’ry winning art, 

With Fortune’s gifts—unknown to me ! 

I only boaft a fimple heart, 

In love with Innocence, and Thee. 

By Mr. THOMSON. 

Hard is the fate of him who loves, 

Yet dares not tell his trembling pain, 


















fujloral and Pathetic 

But to the fymphatic groves, 

But to the lonely lift’ning plain. 

Oh, when (he bleffes next your fhade, 

Oh, when her footfteps next are feen, 

In flow’ry tracks along the tnead, 

In frefher mazes o’er the green. 

Ye gentle fpirits of the vale, 

To whom the tears of Love are dear, 

From dying lilies waft a gale, 

And figh my forrows in her ear. 

O, tell her what {he cannot blame, 

Tho’ fear my tongue muft ever bind ; 

Oh, tell her, that my virtuous flame 
Is, as her fpotlefs foul, refin’d. 

Not her own guardian angel eyes 
With chaffer tendernefs his care ; 

Not purer her own wifhes rife, 

Not holier her own fighs in pray’r. 

But if, at firft, her virgin fear 

Should ftart at Love’s fufjpedled name. 

With that of Friendfhip foothe her ear— 
True Love and Friendfhip are the fame. 

By Mr. O’KEEFFE. 

The tuneful birds how fweet they fing! 

How gay the dainty flow’rets fpring ! 

How light the milkmaid’s brimming pail, 

As chaunting o’er the flow’ry dale ! 

’Tis Love that wafts her blythe along, 

That paints the flowers, and tunes the fong, 
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Pajloral and Pathetic 

By Mr* O’KEEFFE. 

Dansvofre lit, that bright parterre, 

Should Flora bloom a lily fair, 

A fmiling jonquil I could be, 

To blow, fvvcet flow’r befide of thee ; 

Dans votre lit. 

(yr nodding on the thorny bufh, 

You droop to hide the rofe’s blulh ; 

The leafy umbrage make cf me, 

And in this breall you’ll fhelter’d be ; 

Dans votre lit. 

When ev'ry flowr, that paints the ground, 
Throws feiiles and Odours all around, 

Sweet flow’r, I’ll prove thy faithful bee, 

And honey fip from none but thee ; 

Dans votre lit. 

The inestimable Value of Love. 

By Dr. J O H N S O N. 

Not the foft fighs of vernal gales, 

The fragrance of the flow’ry vales, * 

The niurmurs of the cryflal rill, 

The vocal grove, the verdant hill; 

Not all their charms, tho T all unite, 

Can touch my befom with delight* 

Not all the gems on India’s ftiorc, 

Not all Peru’s unbounded ftore, 

Not all the pow’r, nor all the fame, 

That heroes, kings, or poets claim ; 

Nor knowledge, which the learn’d approve, 

To form one wilh my foul can move. 
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Pafloral and Pathetic 

Yet Nature’s charms allure my eyes; # 

And knowledge, wealth, and fame I pr.ze . 
Fame, wealth, and knowledge, I obtain ; 
Nor feek I Nature’s charms in vain : 

I n lovely Stell a all combine; _ 

And, lovely Stella ! thou art mine. 

By GENERAL BURGOYNE. 

Come ling round my favourite tree, 

Ye fongllers that vifit the grove ; 

’Twas the haunt of my Shepherd and me ; 
And the bark is a record of love. 

Reclin’d on the turf by my Tide, 

He tenderly pleaded his caule ; 

I only with blufhes replied, 

And the nightingale fill’d up the paufe. 

Sonnet, to the Moon. 

Queen of the filver bow, by thy pale beam, 
Alone, and penfive, I delight to ftr *Y» 

And watch thy fhadow trembling m the ftream. 
Or mark the floating clouds that crofs thy way. 
And, while I gaze, thy mild and placid light 
Sheds a foft calm upon my tioublcd breait , 

And oft I think, fair planet of the night, 

That in thy orb the wretched may have relt, 
The fuff’rers of the earth perhaps may go. 
Releas’d by Death, to thy benignant iphere ; 
And the fad children of Defpair and Woe 
Forget, in thee, their cup of forrow here. 

O ! that I foon may reach thy world ferene, 

Poor weary’d pilgrim—-in ^his toiling feene# 






Pafteral and Pathetic 


( 


) 


. 


Sonnet. 

Suppofed to be written by Werter. 

Go, cruel tyrant of the human breaft ! 

To others’ hearts thy burning arrows bear: ' 

Go, where fond Hope and fair Iliufion reft » 

Ah ! why fhould Love inhabit withdefpair ? 
luike the poor maniac I linger here, 

Srifi li r w nt fl he f ? cne ' vheie al1 m Y treaiore lies; 
Still leek for flow’rs where only th oms appear. 

And drink delicious poifon from her eyes. 

Tow rds the deep gulph that opens on my fight, 

I hurry forward, Paffion’s helplefs flave ; S 
And, fc or rung Reafon’s mild and fober light 
Purfue the path that leads me to the gravel 
So round the flame the giddy infeft flies, 

And courts the fatal hie, by which it dies. 

Gramachree Molly. 

Asdown onBanna’sbanks 1 ftray’d,°neevening inMav 

The little birds in blytheft notes, made vocal cvftyfpray’ 
They fang their little tales of love, they fang them o’er’ 
and o er. ° 

Ah! gramachree, ma chollenogue, ma Molly aflitore! 

1 he daify py’d, and all the fweets the dawn of nature 
yields, 

The primjofe pale, and vi’let blue, lay fcatter’d o’er 

Such fragrance in the bofom lies of her whom I adore. 
Ah ! gramachtee, &c. 

I laid me down upon a bank, bewailing my fad fate, 
That doomd me thus the flave'of love, and cruel Molly’s 

How can fhe break the honeft heart that wears her in 
its core ? 

Ah! gramachree, &c. 
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Paftoral and Pathetic 

You faid you lov’d me, Molly dear: ah! why did I 
believe ? 

Yet who could think fuch tender words were meant 
but to deceive ? 

That love was all I alk’d on earth ; nay, Heav’n could 
full give no more, 

pwila,. Ah gramachree, &c. 


Ntlto O f had I all the flocks that graze on yonder yellow hill, 
Or low’d for me the num’rous herds that yon green 
^ttafolg, paflure fill, . 

With her I love, I’d gladly fhare my kine and fleecy 
ftore. 

Ah! gramachree, &c. 

-ailikr^ 'Two turtle-doves, above my head, fat courting on a 
bough; 

itffo, I envy’d them their happinefs, to fee t em bill and coo ; 
■ wiiiliiifs, Such fondnefs once for me fhe fhew’i; but now, alas! 
’tis o’er, 

\! te Ah! gramachree, &c. 


\ Then fare thee well, my Molly dear, thy lofs I e’er 
fhall mourn ; 

V While life remains in Strephon’s heart, ’twill beat for 
thee alone : 

’v 5 ; 3 ® Tho’thou art falfe, may Heav’n on thee its choicefl 
ra**',, bleflings pour! 

Ah! gramachree, &c. 

By Mr. O’KEEFFE. 

. For you, deareft maiden, the pride of the village, 

The town and its pleasures I freely refign; 

T £i : pj: Delights fpring from labour, and fcience from tillage, 

: Jib Where love, peace, and innocence, fweetly combine, 

Ha 
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Paftoral and Pathetic 

Soft tender affe&ion, whatblifs in poflefling ! 

How bleft when ’tis love that infures us the blefling J 
Carefs d, ah, what rapture in mutual careflin?! 
Whatjoy can I wifh for, was Norah but mine ! 

The feafts of gay Fafhion with fplendour invite us, 
Where Luxury, Pride, and her Follies attend ; * 
The banquet of Reafon alone fh >uld delight us, 

How fweet the enjoyment when fhar’d with a friend! 
Be thou that dear friend, then, my comfort, my pleafure 
A look is my fun-fhine, a fmile is my treafure : 

Thy lips, ifeonfenting, give joy beyond meafure, 

A rapture fo perfefr, whatjoy can tranfeend ! 

To Sylvia. 

By DAVID GARRICK, Ef^. 

If Truth can fix thy wavering heart, 

Let Damon urge his claim ; 

He feels thepaflion, void of art, 

The pure, the conftant flame. 

Tho* fighing fwains their torments tell, 

Their fenlual love contemn; 

They only prize the beauteous fhell, 

But flight the inward gem. 

PofTeflion cures the wounded heart, 

Deftroys the tranfient fire; 

But when the mind receives the dart, 

Enjoyment whets defire. 

By age your beauty will decay, 

Y our mind improves with years; 

As when the bloffoms fade away, 

The rip’ning fruit appears. 





















( 6i ) 

Paftoral and Pathetic 

May Heav’n and Sylvia grant my fuit, 
And blefs the future hour, 

Thar Damon, whocantafte the fruit, 
May gather ev’ry flow’r. 


The Praise op chaste Love. 


Love’s a gentle, gen’rous paflion, 
Source of all fublime delights; 
Which, with mutual inclination, 
Two fond hearts in one unites. 


What are titles, pomp, or riches, 

If compar’d with true content? 
That falfe joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain’d, we may repent. 


Lawlefs paflion brings vexation ; 

But a chafte and conftant love 
Is a glorious emulation 
Of the blifsfui flate above. 


By Mr. O’KEEFFE. 

The meadows look cheerful, the birds fweetly fin 
So gaily they carrol the praifes of fpring: 

Tho’ Nature rejoices, poor Norah fhall mourn, 
Until her dear Patrick again fhall return. 


Ye laffes of Dublin, ah, hide your gay charms, 
Nor lure her dear Patrick from Norah’s fond arms 
Tho* fatins and ribbons, and laces are fine, 

They hide not a heart with fuch feeling as mine# 
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Taftoral and Pathetic 

The Sailor’s Farewell* 

By Mr. GAY. 

All in the Downs the fleet was moor’d, 
fhe dreamers waving in the wind, 

W hen black-ey’d Sufan came on board, 

‘ O where fhall l my true-love find ? 

.Fell me, ye jovial failors, tell me true, 

If my fweet \Villiam fails among your crew 

William, who high upon the yard, 

Rock’d by the billows to and fro, 

Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 

He figh’d, and cad his eyes below; 

The rope Aides fwiftly thro’ his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he dands. 

So the fweet lark, high-pois’d in air, 

Shuts dole his pinions to his bread, 

If chance his mate’s fhrill voice he hear, 

And drops at once into her ned. 

The nobled captain in the Britifh fleet 
c Might envy William’s lips thofe kiffes fweet. 

O Sufan ! Sufan ! lovely dear ! 

My vows fhall ever true remain; 

Let me kifs off that falling tear! 

We only part to meet again ’ 

^ an .? e f s y e lift > ye winds, my heart fhall be 
I he faithful compafs that dill points to thee. 

6 Bel eve not what the landmen fay, 

Who tempt with doubts thy condant mind ; 

1 jey il tell thee, failors, when away, 

In ev’ry port a midrefs find : 
p es > y es > believe them when they tell thee 
i*or thou art prefent whcrefoe’er I 39, 























Taft or a 1 and Pathetic 

6 IF to fair India’s coaft we fail, 

Thine eyes are feen in di’monds bright; 

Thy breath is Afric's (picy gale; 

Thy {kin is ivory fo white: 

Thus ev’ry beauteousobjeft that I view, 

Wakes in my foul fome charm of lovely Sue. 

< Tho’battle calls me from thy arms, 

Let not my pretty Sufan mourn ; 

Tho’ cannons roar, yet fafe from harms 
William fhall to his dear return ; 

Love turns afide the balls that round me fly, 

Left precious tears fhould drop from Sufan’s eye.* 

The boatfwain gave the dreadful word ; 
r The fails their fwelling bofoms fpread ; 

No longer muft (he ftay on board ; 

They kifs’d, fhe figh’d, he hung his head : 

Her lefs’ning boat unwilling row’d to land : 

‘ Adieu!’ fhe cry’d, and wav’d her lily hand. 

Kate of Aberdeen. 

By Mr. CUNNINGHAM. 

The filver Moon’s enamour’d beam 
Steals foftly thro’ the night. 

To wanton in the winding ftream, 

And kifs reflefted light: 

To courts be g**he, heart fo bbing Sleep, 
Where you’ve fo feldfl&’been, 

Whilft I my wakeful vign keep x 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 

The nymphs and,Twains expeftant wait, 

In primrofe <s§Pplets gay ; 

Till Morn unbars her golden gate, 

And gives the promis’d May: 







fajtor&l and Pathetic 

The nymphs and fwains fhall all declare 
The promis’d May. when feen, 

Not half fo fragrant, half fo fair, 

As Kate of Aberdeen. 

I’ll tune my pipe to playful notes, 

And rouze yon nodding grove, 

Till new-wak’d birds diftend their throats, 

And hail the maid I love ; 

At her approach the lark miftakes, 

And quits the new-drefs’d green- 

Fond bird ! *tis not the Morning breaks; 

’Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 

Now, blithfome, o’er the dewy mead, 

Where elves difportive play, 

The feftal dance young fhepherds lead. 

Or ling their love-tun’a lay ; 

Till May, in morning robe, draws nigh. 

And claims a virgin queen : 

The nymphs and fwains, exulting, cry, 

Here’s Kate of Aberdeen. 

Sonnet. 

Suppofed to be written by Wcrter. 

Make (here my tomb beneath the lime-tree’s fliade, 
\Vhere graft and flowers in wild luxuriance wave 
Let no memoiial mark where I am laid, 

Or point to common eyes the Lover’s grave : 

But oft at twilight morn, or doling day, 

The faithful Friend, with falt’ring ftep fliall glide, 
Tributes of for.d regret by ftealih to pay, 

And figh for the unhappy Suicide. 

And fometimes, when the Sun, with parting rays, 
Gilds the long graft that hides my filent bed, 
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Pafloral and Pathetic 

The tears (hall tremble in my Charlotte’s eyes ; 

Dear, precious drops ! they fhall embalm the dead* 
Yes; Charlotte o'er the mournful (pot fhall weep, 
Where her poor Werter and his forrows deep. 


The Death or Allen. 



The bells they rang all in the morn, 
And Allen arofe full foon ; 


Sad tidings were heard for Allen to hear, 
That Mary would wed ere noon. 


Then Allen he call'd, on Thomas's name, 
And Thomas came at his call: 


* Make ready a coffin and winding fhroud, 
For Mary fhall fee my fall. 

‘ When laft we parted with brimful eye, 
Right loving fhe made a vow ; 

But Richard has twice as many fheep, 

And Mary forgets me now. 

‘Then bear me to the green-grafs bank, 
Where we did kifs and play; 

And tell her, the rain, that made it fo green, 
Has wafh'd my kiffes away.’ 

The bridegroom led the bride fo fair: 

TM_• n l * 



1 y. 


But Thomas he brought his dear friend's corfc, 
Or ere the wedding was done. 


The prieft he came anon; 
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Pdftoral and Pathetic 

When fhe beheld poor Allen’s dead corfe, 
Her maiden blufh was loft ; 

She faded, astho’ on April mom 
A primrofe nipt by a fro ft. 


Then, all beneath one fatal ftone, 

Together they bury’d were : 

Falfe maidens, who break your plighted vow, 
Take heed you come not there. 





Fair Rosale. 

By Mr. RICHARDSON. 
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On that lone bank where Lubin died, 
FairRofale, a wretched maid, 

Sat weeping o’er the cruel tide, 

Faithful to her Lubin’s fhade. 

« Oh ! may fome kind, feme gentle wave 
Waft him to this mournful fhore *, 

Tbefe tender hands fhould make his grave, 
And deck his corpfe with flowers o’er. 
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< I’d ever watch hismould'ring clay, 
And pray for his eternal reft: 

When Time his firm has worn away, 
His duft I’d place within my bread/ 
While thus fhe mourn’d her Lubin loft, 
And Echo to her grief replied, 

Lo, at her feet his corpfe was toft! 

She fhriek’d! fhe clafp d him, figh’d, 



and died! 


■ • J*: 

t 


* 


The Hermit. 


At the clofe of the day, when the hamlet is dill, 
And mortals the fweet of forgetfuinefs prove, 
When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill, 
And nought but the nightingale’s fong in the grove; 
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Pajioral and Pathetic 

*Twas thus, by the cave of the mountain afar, 

While his harp rung fymphonious, a Hermit began 

No more with himfelf, or with Nature at war, 

He thought as a fage, tho* he felt as a man. 

Ah why, all abandon’d to darknefs and woe, 

Why, alone Philomela, that languifhing fall ? 

For Spring fhall return, and a lover bellow, 

And Sorrow no longer thv bofom inthral. 

But if Pity infpire thee, renew the fad lay, 

Mourn, fweetcftcomplainer, man calls thee to mourn; 

0 footh him, whofe pleafures like thine pafs away, 

Full quickly they pafs—but they never return. 


Now gliding remote, on the verge of the fky, 

The moon half extinguifil’d her crefcent displays : 
But lately I mark’d, when majeflic on high 
She fhone, and the planets were Iofl in her blaze. 
Roil on, thou fair orb, and with gladneft purfue 
1 he path that condu£ts thee to fple dour acrain ; 

But man’s faded glory what change {hall renew ? 

Ah fool! to exult in a glory fo vain 1 

’Tis night, and the landfcape is lovely no more; 

I mourn, bur, ye woodlands, I mourn not for you ; 
For morn is approaching your charms to Leflore ; 
t Perfum’d with, frefhfragrance, andglitt'ring with dew. 
Nor yet for the ravage of Winter 1 mourn ; 

Kind Nature the embryo bloffom will fave ; 

But when fhall Spring vilit the mouldering urn ? 

0 when fhaJl it dawn on the eight of the grave 1 
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Anacreontic* 

L ' ;, x.r ■ 

ET the fchools about happinefs warmly difputc» 

Anri weary their fenfe in the ceafrlefs purfuit; 

In fnite of their maxims, I dare to define 
The 1 grand fummum bonum a bumper of wine* 


»Tis the baifam fpecific that heals ev’ry fore; 

The oftner we tafte it, we love it the more : 

*Tis the cement of friend (hip, the opium of ftrife, 
The plaifter of forrow, the cordial of life. 


!Mra&z 


While thus we caroufe it, the wheels of the foul 
O'er Life’s rugged highway agreeably roll; 

Each thinks of his charmer, who never can cloy ^ 
While Fancy rides poft to the regions of Joy. 




Then, lie, who true happinefs fecks to obtain. 
Undaunted the pool or the ftoblet muft drain.; 

For, he, who the couits of the goddefs would know, 
Ihro’ Bacchus’s vineyard-plantation muit go. 
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By Dr. DALTON. 

Preach not to me your rnufty rules, 
Ye drones, that mould in idle cell; 
The heart is wifer than the fchools ; 
The fenfes always reafon well. 

If fhort my fpan, I lefs can fpare 
Topafs a fingle pleafure by; 

An hour is long, if loft in care ; 

They only live, who life enjoy. 


By Capt. MO RR PS* 

Though Bacchus may boaft of hfs care-killing bowl* 
And Folly in thought-drowning revels delight; 

Such worfhip, alas!' hath no charms for the foul*, 
When fofter devotions the fenfes invite. 

To the arrow of Fate, or the canker of Care, 

His potion oblivious a balm may bellow: 

But, to Fancy that feeds on the charms of the Farr, 
The death of Reflexion's the birth of all Woe. 

What foul that's polled of a dreanrt fo divine, 

With riot would bid the fweet vifion begone ? 

For the t ar that bedews Senfibility's fhrine, 

Is a drop ol more worth than all Bacchus's tun. 

The tender excefs, that enamours the heart. 

To few is imparted, to millions deny’d : 

*Tis the brain of the viXim that tempers the da» t, 
And fools left at .that for which fages have dy'd. 
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Bacchanalian 

Each change and excefs hath thro’ life been my doom, 
And well can I fjpeak of its joy and its ftrife ; 

The bottle affords us a gl'mpfe thro’ the gloom, 

But love’s the true funfhme that gladdens our life# 

Cbrne then, rofy Venus, and fpread o’er my fight 
The magic illufions that ravifh the fful ! 

Awake in my bread the foft dream of delight, 

And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl. 

Then deep will I drink ©f the ne&ar divine, 

Nor e’er jolly God ! from thy banquet remove ; 

But each tube of my heart ever third for the wine, 
That’s mellow’d by friendlhip, and fweeten’d by love. 


The Virtue of Wine. 


Better our heads than hearts’fliould ach ; 

Love’s childifh empire we defpife : 
Good wine of him a Have can make, 

And force a lover to be wife. 




Wine fweetens all the cares of peace, 

And takes the terror off from war; 

To love's ?ffii£tion it gives eafe, 

And to our joys docs bed prepare. 

Better our heads than hearts fiiould ach-; 

Love’s childifh empire we defpife: 
Good wine of him aflave can make, 

And force a lover to be wife. 


By George Kdi A T E, Efq. 

Gloomy Care can ne’er contraul 
Joys.that wait the temp’rate bowl: 
Welcome all its pure delights ; 
Blameleff days, and peaceful nights* 









Bacchanalian 

In our cup her radhnt wings 
Fane d.ps. arid brighter fprings: 

To ner the pow’r is giv’n 
To foar beyond the pride of kings, 

And form on ev’ry fpot a heav’n. 

By G. A. STEVEN S. 

When Bacchus, the patron of love, wit, and mirth* 
With vineyards had planted the face of ihe earth, 

Tho’ nations turn’d rebels, and broke from hisfway, 
Some, drunk with his bounty, deny’d to obey. 

Derrydown, &c. 

He harnefs’d his tygers, hemarfhall’d his force; 
Silenus was fuller, Lord Pan Jed the horfe : 

The Ganges they pafs’d, came in fight of . he foe, 

And (truck them all dead without (triking a blew. 

Derrydown, &c, 

’TwasPan did the feat, put their troops in a fright, 

For he (lily dole into their camp over night ; 

A id while they were deeping, not dreaming fuch matter, 
He drew off their wine, Hli’d their flafks up with water. 

Derry down, &c. 

Nextmorn when they ’woke, and their bottlesnulPd out, 
The firft gulp they took put them all to the rcut; 

They trembled from monarch to th* meanelt mechanic; 
From whence comes the phrafe, to put men in a panic. 

Derrydown, &c. 

Ye heroes of Europe, whofe martial parade 
Attrafts the foft fenfe of each drefs-tempted maid. 

Well judge ot this icheme, and impartial declare, 

Lould you with mere water march feariefs to war? 

Derrydown, &c« 







Bacchanalia9 


( 7* ) 


The buck of the Greeks, Alexander by name, 

As much by his drinking as fighting got fame : 

He was fure of the viftory, lads, you mud think, 

Who drank but to conquer, and conquer’d to drink, 

Derry down, &c* 


By foul pale-fac’d villains, who only drank water, 
Great Caefar was dragg’d to the fenate-houfe daughter: 
Had they drank what they ought, they’d have drop(t 

their defign. 

And no more fpilt his blood, than we bucks fpill our 

wine, 

Derry down, &c. 


*Tis by maxims more noble we nourifh our youth ; 
Kept conftant to claret, they’re conftant to truth : 

On the virtues of wine we may fafely depend ; 

He who flicks to his bottle, will (lick to his friend. 

Derry down, &c. 


Tis wine (like the Sun) that invigorates our hours. 
Winebloomsourcomplexion, as Sol blooms the flow’rs; 
And as birds grateful ling, when he fpreads his bright 

rays, 

So we bucks, in fullchorus, chauntbright claretspraife, 

Derry down, &c. 

Each rofe, when the Sun’s from the hemifphere fled, 
Shuts his leaves, dewy weeps, and hangs heavy his head ; 
When his wine’s gone, each buck thus as fad will be¬ 
come, 

Folds his arms, gives a figh, hides his head, and fculks 

home. 
Derry down, &c. 
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The Gift of th£ Gobs. 

When Freedom was banifh’d from Greece and from 

Rome, 

And wander’d negle&ed in fearch of a home, 

Jove, willing to fix her where long fhe might (land, 
Turn’d the globe round about to examine each land ; 
With nice circumfpeftion he view’d the whole ball. 
And weigh’d in his balance the merit of all ; 

Then quickly determin’d that England alone 
Was the fpot well adapted for Liberty’s throne. * 

Gay Momus infilled, no place was more fit 
Than the ifiand of Freedom for true attic wit; 

And Venus confefs’d, if’twere pleafing to Jove, 

She wou’d wifh to make England the empire of Love ; 
Then Mars nobly dept from his midrefs’s fide, 

And fwore that the Britons in arms fhould prefide ; 
While Bacchus declar’d, that each heart-cheering juice 
For the ufe of brave Englifhmen he would produce. 

To render complete all the bleffings now pad, 

And provide that they mightjo eternity lad, 

’Twas refolv’d that a toad fhould that indant be giv’n, 
And drank in full bumpers of nefiar thro’ heav’n ; 

The toad of the gods was, and mark it, ye free—. 

“ May Britons with Britons for ever agree!*’ 

By their enemies then they fhall always be fear’d, 

And with wine, wit, and women, inceflantly cheer’d. 

By the late Lord EGLINTOUN. 

To-day let us never he flaves, 

Nor the fate of to-morrow inquire; 

All wizards and gypfies are knaves ; 

And the Devil, you know, is a liar. 
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Then take off a bumper while you may ; 

Let us drink, and ling, till our hairs grow gray. 
He’s a fool, he’s an afs, 

That will balk a full giafs, , 

For fear of another day. 

By R.B. SHERIDAN, Efq. 

A bumper of good liquor 
Will end a conteft quicker 
Than juftice, judge, or vicar, 

So fill a cheerful giafs. 

So fill, &c. 


But, if more deep the quarrel, 

Why fooner drain the barrel, 

Than be that hateful fellow, 

That’s crabbed when he’s mellow. 

Why fooner, &c. 


Wine the Source of Content. 

You know that our ancient philofophers hold, 

There is nothing in beauty, or honor, or gold, 

That blifs in externals no mortal can find: 

And in truth, my good friends, I am quite oftheirnund. 


What makes a man happy I never can doubt; 

»Tis fomething within him, and nothing without. 
Thisfomething, they fay, is the fource of content; 
And, whatever they call’d it, ’twas wine tnatthey meant. 


Without us, indeed, it is not worth a pm ; 

But, ye Gods! how divine, if ye get it within. 
'Tis then of all blcflings the flounlhing root; 

And, in fpitc of the world, we can gather the irut. 






Bacchanalian ( 75 ) 

ifSIlSSf'— 

That winei 

By Mr. DENT. 

Ph A fi ^ anS r may talk ofour Ms, 

T t, . d R ar ; r ° ns look Ponderous grave • 

I hate all their fermons and piiif ’ 

Defign-d for the fool and r tave 

Then each take h;$ Jaf ave * 

Fill d up to the brim ; 

And toaft the dearlafs. 

Intended for him. 

For never did Bacchus of old 

m R ?/ nt ° f his luffing good wine • 
or M omus (for lo we are told) 

TZ h eaThft! 1Um0Urre P ine * 

Hquor decline. 

While we my boy" £? *'**** 

Ks 
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The CohviviaePoet. 

By Mr. O’KEEFFE. 

Lord! Lord! without viftualsand drink, 

We Poets muft give up each it rain ; 

Tbev help us poor devils to think, . 

And thrafh with ^re vigour outjbnun. 

Without viftuals anddnnk, Lord! the world w ^ 

> T is the foul of the world-’tis the fine qua non. 

tv,, soldier, ’midft battle’s alarms, 

Without them could ill face his foe; 

So faint would he handle his arms. 

And draw with fuch weaknefs hisbov . 

Without vi&uals, &c. 

What would Ladies and Gentlemen do. 

That fay fuch fine things to each other . 

They would never be able to coo ; 

They would never be father ana mo.her, 
Without viftuals, &c. 

Then hey for good viftuals and drink; 

Who Is there that would not caroufe ? 

Whoever he may be, I thirfc. 

He’s not to be found in this houfe. 

Without viftuals, <xc. 


By Chafe PRICE. 

_ j Arthur’s say table fome love to be gambling, 
Round Arthur s g y , • creditor’s coft; 

V. und’rine too oft the wrong f ' de , t " e .P 0,t - 
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With thefe ev’ry vapour I chafe, 

Rejecting the fiend of Defpair, 

Look Poverty full in the face, 

And kick up the crutches of Care. 

Ye formal, methodical fons of fobriety, 

Phlegmatic and cold, to feftivity coy, 

Who ne’er knew the pleafures of mirthful fociety, 
Whofe larum of lifefeldom wakes into joy ; 

Adieu to fuch notions ! for Bacchus's potions, 

Infpiring good humour, far better 1 prize : 

Go preach your dull maxims elh where, 

Shake your noddles, and feem to look wife ; 

To me your dull precepts forbear; 

Believe me your cant I defpife. 

What Pope has afcrib’d to the fountain poetical, 

Holds good with refpe& to the grape’s purple dream; 

Maintain it I will againft all that are critical, 

However abfurd the maxims may feem. 

With draughts that are fhallow the head’s over mellow, 
Then fnap goes the axis that holds up the brain : 

But drinking large bumpers infpires 
The animal flow of each vein; 

Rekindles the foul’s dying fires, 

And makes us all fober again. 

Then take off your bumpers, you fons of virility, 

So fhallye triumph o’er Bacchus’s tun: 

Be merry, my boys, and enjoy riAbility ; 

Happinefs rifes from laughter and fun. 

To make the glafs fweeter, our pleafures completer, 
Dear Woman deps in with a look debonair; 

She the wade of Love’s ledger repairs, 

She makes herfelf kind as (he’s fair: 

Her hand modgood-natur’dly tears 
Ev’rv leaf from the volume of Care. 
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Win® the only certain Good, 


What is there in this foolifh life, 

For which we vainly hope, 

That mortal wights can call their own ? 

Riches are on a fudden flown, 

And e’en our wives elope. 

We cannot find that fought Tor flone, 

Nor yet life’s grand elixir ; 

Beauty is frail; and, as for Fame, 

She’s grown fo flippery a dame, 

No foul on earth can fix her. 

Health is unwilling long to flay, 

And quacks themfelves grow fick ; 

Honors but fmall didin£lions make; 

What odds, when footmen drink and rake« 
And nobles run a tick ? 

Some tell you, wife and virtuous fouls 
Have th’ only certain good; 

But, fpite of philofophic rules, 

Old age and crpfles make us fools, 
Temptations make us lewd. 

Nay, when thou feed the blufhing wine 
Red fparkling in thy hand, 

Thou’lt think, 6 At lead this liquor’s mine; 

Though all the envious pow’rs combine 


\et this I dare command, 


*W?«s 



But ah ! a thoufand things fall out 


Betwixt the lip and cup; 

With caution put the glafs about, 

The coming pledge hangs dill in doubt, 
Till you havp drank it up. 






Bacchanalian ^ 79 ) 

■itt , r i stream run down 
We juftly call our own. H ^ drau S h ‘ 

The Bacchanaliah's Wish. 

3^« sg, *c, b ^ 

yi ®, b “ £ an honeft fellow > 

B when he * s mellow, 

11 Jlvc twenty-four hours a day. 

’ T p J?, man .' n cfla >'ns does bind, boys 
, T But t,s Wlne that makes us fee- 
T« woman that makes us blind, b^ys 
But wine make us doubly f ce Y * 

The female is tm e to no,in, 

Cecen ,s inherent to woman, 

•but none in a brimmer caA be. 

The Froiicksome Feleow. 

•By Mr. O’KEEFFE. 

In London mv life is a rin'T^f j i* •» 

In frolicks I keep un the d i ,8 . ht ’ 

I fnooze at thp R P P * day and the night; 

I rattle the bell, and™roaV t 'J' e,ve >. perhaps later, 










( Bo ) 

Bacchanalian 

With fwearing, tearing, 

Ranting, jaunting, 

Slafhing, fmaffiing. 

Smacking, cracking, 

Rumbling, tumbling; 

Laughing, quaffing, 

Smoking, joking, 

Swaggering, ftaggering; 

So thoughtlefs, fo knowing, fo green, and fo mellow; 
This this is the life of a frolickfome fellow. 


My phaeton I mount, and the plebs they all flare, 
I handle my reins, and my elbows 1 fquare ; 

Mv ponies fo plump, and as white as a lily. 
Through Pall Mall I fpank it, and up Piccadilly ; 
Till lofing a wheel, egad down came I Imack, . 
So at Knightfbridge 1 throw myfelf into a hack , 
At Tatterfall’s fling a leg over my nag. 

Thus vifit for dinner, then drefs m a bag. 

With fwearing, &c. 


I roll round the Garden, and call at the Rofe, 

And then at both Playhoufcs pop in mynofe; 

I lounge in the Lobby, laugh, fwear, Aide, and fwagger, 
Talk loud, take my money, and out again ltagger. 

I meet at the Shakefpeare a good natur’d foul, 

Then down to our Club, at St. James’s, I roll; 

The iovs of the night are a thoufand at play, 

And thus at the finiffi begin the next day. 

With fwearing, &c. 
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A Sailor’s Song. 

Sung by Mr. BANNISTER. 

Come* buftle, bufUe, drink about, 

And let us merry be, 

Our can is full, we’ll pump it out, 

. And then all hands to fea. 

And a failing we will go. 

Fine Mifs at dancing-fchbol is taught 
The minuet to tread, 

But we go better when we’ve brought 
The fore-tack to cat-head. 

And a failing, &c. 


The jockey’s call’d tohorfe, to horfc, 

And fwiftly rides the race, 

But fwifter far W 2 fhape our courfe 
When we are giving chace. 

And a failing, &c. 

When horns and (bouts theforefl rend, 

His pack the huntfman cheers ; 

As loud we hollow, when we fend 
A broadfide to monfieurs. 

And a failing, &c. 

The What’s-their-names at uproar fquall, 

With mufic fine and foft, 

But better founds our boatfwain’s call, 

All hands, all hands aloft. 

And a failing, &c. 
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With gold and filver dreamers fine 
The la lies rigging fhew, 

But Englifh {hips more giander fhine. 
When prizes home we tow. 


And a failing, &c. 


What’s got at fea we fpend on fhore, 
With fweethearts or our wives ; 

And then, my bovs, hoi ft fail for more. 
Thus pafs the fuilors lives. 


And a failing, &c, 


Jolly Bacchus. 


Come, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 


Crown this night with pleafure : 
Let none at cares of life repine, 

To deftroy our pleafure : 

Fill up the mighty fparlding bowl, 
That ev’ry true and loyal foul 
May drink and ling without controul, 


To fupport our pleafure. 

Thus, mighty Bacchus, {halt thou be 



Guardian to our pleafure, 

That under thy prote&ion we 
May enjoy new pleafure. 

And as the hours glide away, 

We'll in thy name invoke their flay, 
And ling their praifcs that we may 
Live and die with pleafure. 
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Dear Tom, this brown jug that now foams with mild 

^ale, 

(In which I will drink to fweet Nan of the vale) 

Was once Toby Philpot, a thirfly old foul, 

As e’re drank a bottle, or fathom’d a bowl; 

In boozing about ’twas hispraife to excel, 

And among jolly tapers he bore off the bell. 

It chanc’d, as in dog-days he fat at his eafe, 

In his flow’r-woven arbour, as gay as you pleafe, 

With a friend and a pipe, puffing forrow away. 

And with honed old ftmgo was foaking his clay, 

His breath doors of life on a fudden were fhut. 

And he died full as big as a Dorchefter butt. 

His body, wh°n long in the ground it had lain, 

And time into clay had diffolv’d it again ; 

A potter found out, in a covert fo fnug, 

And with part of fat Toby he made this brown jug: 
Now facred to friendfhip, to mirth, and mild ale, 

So here’s to my lovely fweet Nan of the \ale. 


Bacchus, god of mirth am wine, 
Lo I bend before thy fhrine ; 

Fill the goblet, fill it up, 

Let me drain the juicy cup ; 

Fit libations let rne pour, 

Affes fpill it on the floor. 


■ 
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What avails the marble fain, 

Impotent and idle vain, 

Or the frantic Dotard there, 

Spouting out his frothy pray’r: 

Know in me at once thou feed:, 

Both the temple and the prieft. 

Round my head ye virgins twine, 

Circling branches of the vine, 

Branches that with clutters nod, 

Clutters worthy of the god; 

Which fhall o’er my hair diffufe. 

Richer than Arabian dews. 

Drunk, more drunk, and now I feci 
The god ; l burn, I foam, I reel; 

*Tis fury flies through evety part, 

And rages in my head, my heart, 

Mv fpirits blaze, my cares are drown’d, 
Huzza, huzza, huzza, the world goes round. 

THE GENERAL TOAST. 

Here’s to the maid of bafhful fifteen, 

Likewife to the widow of fifty; 

Here’s to the bold and extravagant queen, 

And here’s to the houfewife that’s thrifty. 
Let the toaft pafs, 

Drink to the lafs, 

I warrant fhe’ll prove an cxcufe for the glafs. 

Here’s to the maiden wbofe dimples we prize. 

And likewife to her that has none, hr; 
Here’s to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 
And here’s to her that’s but one, fir. 
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Here's to the maid with a bofotn of fnow, 

And to her that's as brown as a berry ; 

And here’s to the wife with a face full of woe, 
And here’s to the girl that is merry. 

Let the toad pafs, &c. 

Let her be clumfy, or let her be Him, 

Ybung or ancient I care not a feather; 

So fill the pint bumper quite up to the brim, 
And e’en let us toad them together. 

Let the toad pafs, &c. 

Drink to the lafs, 

I’ll warrant fhe’ll prove an excufe for the glafs* 


FATHER PAUL. 

Let grave divines preach up dull rules, 

And moral wit refine, 

The precepts taught in Roman fchools 
We friars here define. 

CHORUS. 

Here’s a health to Father Paul! 

For flowing bowls 
Infpire the fouls 
Of jolly friars all. 

When in the convent we are met, 

We laugh, we joke, and fing : 

All worldly cares we there forget, 

For Father Paul's our king* 

Chorus, Here’s a health, <&c. 
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No abf lution we will give. 

Ye blue-ey’d nuns fo fair ; 

No benedi&on here receive. 

But banifii all your care* 

Chorus, Here’s a health, &c* 

With beads and crofs, not held divine. 

We pray with fervent zeal. 

To rofy Bacchus, god of wire. 

Who coes eachj^y reveal. 

Chores; Here’s a health, &c* 

May ev’ry friar oleafe his mm! 

£ach nun her friar pleafe ! 

And e*?ch alike, erjoy the fun, 

W ith freedom and with cafe. 

Chorus, Here’s a health, &c. 

Then fill your bump?rs, Tons of mirth, 

Let friars be the toad ; 

Long may they all exid on earth. 

And nuns their order boad ! 

Chorus, Here’s a health, &e. 


Friendship and Wine. 

By Mr. GILSON* 

Let the grave and the gay enjoy life how they may, 
Mv pleafures their pkafures iurpafs ; . 

Go the world well or ill, ’tis the fame with me dill, 
If 1 have but my friend and my gLfs. 
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. The lover irtav ligh, the courtier may He 

A-.JI r* _SI— l _ r J 9 


Acid Croefos his treafune amafs: 



-tidivinc, 


New life wine infpires, and creates new dehrSs, 

And oft wins the lover his lafs : 

Or his courage prepares to difria?n the nymph s airs ; 
So 1*11 Hand by my friend and my giafs. 

The earth fucks the rain* the fun draws the main, 
With the earth we are all in a dafs; 

Then enliven the clav, let us live while we mav, 

And I ll Hand by my friend and my giafs. 

; 

*Tis friendfhip and wine only life can refine : 

We care not whate’er comes to pafs 
With courtiers or great men, there’s none of us ftatef* 


men : 


Come—Here’s to our friend and our giafs. 


:nl! 


Sons of Care. 


By the gayly circling giafs 


We can fee how minutes pafs ; 

By the hollow cafk are told, 

How the waning night grows ol!. 

Soon, too foon, thebufyday, 

Drives us from our (ports away ; 
What have we with day to do ? 

Sons of care, ’twas made for you. 
Sons of care, ’twas made for you. 
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Come, then fill the chearful glafs, 
Truth is only found in wine: 
Tales of love are all a farce. 

But true friendfhip is divine. 
But true friendihip is divine. 


THE MIGHTY BOWL. 

Fill me a bowl, a mighty bowl, 
Large as my capacious foul; 

Vaft as my thiril is, let it have 
Depth enough to be my grave : 

I mean the grave of all my care, 
For I defign to bury't there. 


Let it of filver fafhipn’d be, 

Worthy of wine, worthy of me ; 
Worthy to adorn the fpheres, 

As that bright cup amonglt the liars. 

Fill me a bowl 


Set by Mr. BOY C E. 

Rail no more, ye learned alfes, 

’Gainll the joys the bowl fupples ; 
Sound its depth, and fill your glalfes, 
Wifdom at the bottom lies : . 

Fill them higher Hill, and higher, 
Shallow draughts perplex the brain ; 
Sipping quenches all our fire, 

Bumpers light it up again. 
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Draw the fcene for wit and pleafare* 
Enter jollity and joy: 

We for thinking have no leifure. 
Manly mirth is our employ : 

Since in life there's nothing certain, 
We'll tire prelent hour engage ; 

And when death fhall drop the Curtain, 
With appiaufe we’ll quit the flage. 


Mingling of Souls. 

Wou’d you knowhow wemeeto’cr ourj >lly full bowls? 
As we mingle our liquors, we mingle our fouls; 

The fwect melt the (harp, the kind foothcs the llrong. 
And nothing but friendfhip grows ah the night long; 
We drink, laugh, and celebrate every defire, 

Love only remains our unquenchable fire. 


SONG. 

With a cheerful old friend, and a merry old fong 5 
And a tankard of porter, I could fit the night long,° 
And laugh at the follies of thofethat repine, 

!W I muft drink porter, while they can drink wine* 

I envy no mortal, he be ever fo great, 

Nor fcorn I the wretch for his lowly eltate ; 

But what I abhor, and deem as a curfe, 

Is mcannefs of fpirit, not poornefs of purfe. 

Then let us, companions, be cheerful and gay,, 

And cheerfully fpend life’s remainder away ; 

Upheld by a friend, our foes ive’ll defpile, 
l r or the more we are envy’d the higher we rife, 

X 
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SONG. 

Sung in Lethe, 

Ye mortals, whom fancies and troubles perplex, 
Whom folly mifguides, and infirmities vex ; 

Whofe lives hardly know what it is to be bled, 

Who rife without jov, and lie down without reft. 
Obey the glad fummons, to Lethe repair, 

Drink deep of the dream, and forget all your care. 

Old maids (hall forget what they wifh for in vain. 
And young one’s the iover they cannot regain ; 

The rake (hall forget how lad night he was cloy’d, 
And Chine again be with paflion enjoy’d. 

Obey then the fummons, to Lethe repair, 

And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 

The wife, at one draught may forget all her wants, 
Or drench her fond fool, to forget her gallants; 
The troubled in mind fhall go cheerful away, 

And yederday’s wretch be quite happy to day. 

Obey then the fummons, to Lethe repair, 

Drink deep of the dream, and forget all your care, 

CATC H# 

Introduction to the Bowl* 

For four Voices. 

See, Try boys, the fuming bowl, 

Let J I y bumpers take their round, 
jRaptiuefcize on every foul, 

Till loud each cheerful voice refound, 
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Power and wealth, beauty, health, 

Wit and mirth in wine are crown’d, 
Joy abound, pleafure found, 

Only when the glafs go round. 
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CATCH. 

Quoth Jack, on a time to Tom, I’ll declare it, 

I’ve a mind we fhould fuddle our nofes with claret; 

Says Tom, it will do you more harm than you think. 
Fie on you, fays Jack, who can live without drink . 

I’ll ne’er baulk my wine, here’s to thy difpote. 

Tom pretends not to drink, pray look at his nofe. 

CATCH. 

For three Voices. 

Come friends and companions, let’s take a full glafs, 
And each drink a health to his favourite lafs, 

And earh drink a health, 

And each drink a health, 

And each drink a health to his favourite lafs, 

And each drink a health, &c. 

With wine and with love let the evening be crown’d. 
Let no envy or difcord among us be found, 

With heart free from trouble we cheerfully ling, 

Huzza for our country! huzza for our King !« 

Huzza for our countiy, &c. 

SONG. 


Had Neptune, when firft he took charge of the fea. 
Been as wife, or at lead been as merry as we, 

He’d have thought better on’i, if inftead of the brine 
He’d have fill’d the vafl ocean with generous wine, 

M * 
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What trafficking then would have been on the main, 
For the fake of good liquor, as well as for gain ! 

Tv o fear then of temped, or danger of finking ; 

1 he fillies ne’er drown that are always a drinking. 

The hot thirfty fun then would drive with more hafle 
Secure in the ev’ning of fuch a repaft; 

And when he’d got tipfy would have taken his nap 
With double the pleafurein Thetis’s lap. 


By the force of Irs rays, and thus heated with wine 
Confider how glorioufly Phoebus would fhine; 
What vaft exhalations he’d draw up on high,* 

To relieve the poor earth as it wanted fupply! 

How happy us mortals when blefs’d with fuch rain, 
J. o fill all our vefiels, and fill t hem again I 
Nay, even the beggar that has ne’er a difh, 

Might jump in the river, and drink like a fifh. 

What mirth and contentment in e'ery one’s brow, 
Hob, as great as a prince, dancing after the plow » 
i he birds in the air, as they play on the wing, 

Altho they but fip, would eternally fing, 

??7 , „ who , 1 t5 ? ink dorA t0 drinking incline, 
Would fi'ilk and rejoice at the fume of the wine; 
And, merrily twinkling, would foon let us know 
I hat they were as happy as mortals below. 

Had this been the cafe, what had we then enjoy'd, 
Our fpints (till rifing; our fancy ne’er cloy’d ! 

A pox then on Neptune, when ’twas in his pow’r, 
4o flip, like a fool, fuch a fortunate hour. 
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SONG. 

Sons of Bacchus let’s be gay, 

Nimbly move the cheeiful glafs, 
Life is fhort, and glides away, 

Let it then in pleafure pafs : 
Phoebus now may hide his light, 
Silver Cynthia ceafe to fhine, 
Bacchus rays are far more bright, 
Sparkling from the generous wine. 
Sparkling from the generous wine. 


When the nymph is coy and cold. 
And puts on afcornful air, 
Bacchus makes the lover bold, 
Courage ever gains the fair. 
While the fool who waftes his time, 
Trifling o’er infipid tea : 

Ne’er can aim at things fublime, 

’Til he freely drinks like me, 

’Til he freely drinks like me. 














naval 

AND 

MILITARY. 




By R. B. SHERIDAN, Esq. 


T 


FI E wand’ring tar, who not for years had preft 
The widow’d partner of his day of reft, 

On the cold deck, far from her arms remov’d, 

He hums the ditty which his Sufan lov’d ; 

And while around the cadence rude is blown, 
Theboatfwain whittles in a fitter tone. 

The foldier, fairly proud of wounds and toil. 

Pants for the triumph of his Nancy’s fmile : 

But ere the battle fhould he hear her cries, 

The lover trembles, and the hero dies: 

That heart, by War and Honour fteel’d to fear, 
Droops at a figh, and fickens at a tear# 
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In female breads did Senfe and Merit rule, 
The lovers mind would afk no other fchool; 
Sham’d into fenfe the fcholars of our eyes, 

Our beaux from gallantry would foon be wife ; 
Would gladly light, their homage to improve. 
The lamp of Knowledge at the torch of Love. 


By RICHARD CUMBERLAND, Esq. 


Twas up the wind, three leagues and more, 
We ’fpy’d a lofty fail; 

Set your top-gallant fails, my boys, 

And clofely hug the gale. 

Nine knots the nimble Milford ran ; 

Thus, thus the maftc-r cry’d : 

«• Hull up !’ She rais’d the chace in view, 
And foon was fide by fide. 

« Dowfe your Dutch enfign ! up St. George ! 

To quarters now, all hands !* 

With lighted match, befide his gun, 

Each Britilh warrior hands. 

9 Give fire!’ our gallant captain cries; 

’Tis done—the cannons roar : 

* Stand clear, Monfieurs ! digeft thefe pills, 
And then we’ll fend you more. 

« Your French jack fhivers in the wind ; 

Its lilies all look pale : 

Down it mud come—it mud come down ; 

For Britons will prevail.’ 
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Rak’d fere and aft, her fliatter’d hull 
Lets in the briny flood : 

Her decks are carnag’d with the (lain ; 

Her (cuppers ftream with blood. 

c Our chain-{hot whiffles in the wind ; 

Our gfap t defeends like hail : 

Huzza, my foul ! three cheering fhouts ! 

French hearts begin to fail. 

And fee, ’tis done—.She ftrikesj fhe yields; 

Down, haughty flag of France ! 

Now hoard her, boys ! and, on her flafF, 
The Englifh crofs advance* 

There let it ever fly, mv hearts. 

To awe thefe Gallic flaves ; 

So freely tofs the can' about; 

For Britons rule the waves.’ 

There let it ever fly, See. 


By R. B. SHERIDAN, Esq. 


When ’ris night, and the mid-wafeh is come, 

And chilling miffs hang o'er the darken’d main 
Then bailors think of their far diflant home, 

And of thofe friends they ne*cr may fee again. 
But when the fight’s begun, 

Each ferving at his gun, 

Should any thought of them come o’er our fnirid; 
We think, but fhould the day be won, 

How ’twill cheer 
Their hearts, to hear 
That their old companion he was one. 
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Nav. and Mil. 

Or, my lad, if you a miflrefs kind, 

Have left on fhore, fome pretty girl and true 
Who many a ir'ght doth liften to the wind, * 
And fighs to think how it may fare with you; 
O, when the fight’s begun, 

Each ferving at his gun, 

Should any thought of her come o’er your mind ; 
Think only fhould that day be won, 

How ’twill cheer 
Her heart to hear 

That her own true failorhe was one. 


By W. II AY LEY, Esq. 

Ye cliffs! I to your airy fleep 

Afcend, with trembling hope and fear, 
To gaze on this extenfi^re deep, 

And watch if William’s fails appear. 

Long months elapfe, while here I breathe 
Vain expectation’s frequent pray’r ; 

Till, bending o’er the waves beneath, 

I drop the tear of dumb defpair. 

But fee a glift’ning fail in view ! 
Tumultuous hopes arife : 

*Tis he-1 feel the vifion true ; 

I truft my confcious eyes. 

His promis’d fignals from the maft 
My timid doubts deftroy: 

What was your pain, ye terrors paft, 

To this ecftatic joy ? 

' N 
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Bv Mr; O’KEEFFE. 

The night when pad,—in golden {kies, 

If whiten’d cliffs the failor fpies, 

Completely blefs'd ! 

The fight each tender thought infpires; 

His love’s on fhore, and fancy fires 
His faithful bread; 

The dancing waves falute his oar, 

He pulls, and fings. c My love's on fhore F 


SONG. 

For ever recorded be that glorious day, 

When brave and gallant Elliot, with his chofen few ? 
True Britifh heroes, with Britifh valour deel’d, 

A great and mighty hod of foes o’erthrew. 

He, like th’ impervious rock, * 

Stood firm amid the fhock ; 

No fear could fhake his daring foul. 

The dreams of blood 
Pour'd like a flood ; 

And thunders fhook from pole to pole. 

Hark ! how the cannon, with impetuous roar, 

Deal dread dedruflion ’mid furrounding foes 1 
Princes and people line the didant fhore; 

And weep, in filent awe, their country’s woes. 
Now, hear the whittling (hot : 

The balls, they fly red-hot; 

The hulls are quickly all on fire. 

Look ev’ry wav, 

Death and difmay, 

Will fur ;Jy make the foe retire* 
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Jtfav. and Mil t 


The gun-boats a'l advance, by valiant Curtis led, 

Not thunder, fea, nor fire can daunt Britannia -on 
Rous’d from the deep, old Neptune rears his head, 
Well pleas’d to fee the fight fo nobly won. 

E’en now before our fight, 

Thev fink in endlcfs night ; 

Behold, the wretched fallen crew . 

Hafte, hafte, and fave, 

From wat’ry grave, 

The poor, diftrefs’d, furviving few. 


Britannia joyful now appears, 

Her godlike chiefs to crown ; 

Fame founds her golden trump on high, 
To deeds of high renown. 


Whilft Britain’s Tons fo firm unite. 
And heroes fuch command, 

No envious hoftile foe will dare 
Difturb a happy land. 


Thomas and Sally. 

By Dr. JOHN HOADLY. 

Fair Sally lov’d a bonny feaman ; 

With tears (he lent him out to roam : 
Young Thomas lov'd no other woman, 
But left his heart with her at home. 
She view’d the fea from off the hill. 
And, as (he turn’d her fpinning-wheel, 
Sung of her bonny failor. 











Ndv, and MU, 


jc wind grew loud, and {he grew paler 
,^7 ° , the weath ercock turn round, 

cn, lo ! fhe fpied her bonny failor 
Come finging o'er the fallow ground. 
vV ith ni mble hafte he leap’d the ftile, 
-rair Sally met him with a fmile, 

And hugg’d her bonny Tailor. 


Faft round the waifl he took his Sally, 

But fir ft around his mouth wip’d he * 

-Like home-bred (park he could not dally. 

But prdVd and kifs’d her with a glee : 

c T i 1 l' OU§ , h ' v m i s and wav « and dafhing rain > 
s ajd he, ‘ thy Tom’s return’d again § ’ 

To bring a heart for Sally.’ 


* Thlu°ah n ! ’T7r d l ! he ’ ‘ m y con flam Thomas! 
1 hough out of fight, ne’er out of mind ; 

T v“ s n n as OUr , hcar , ts have parted from us, 

Yet (till my thoughts were left behind * 

So much my thoughts took Tommy’s part, 

I hat time nor abfence from my heart 
Could drive my conftant Thomas.’ 


‘ This knife, the gift oflovely Sally, 
Which hill I vekept for her dear fake. 
A thouland times in amorous folly 
Her name has carv’d upon the deck : 
Again the happy pledge returns 
To fhew how truly Thomas burns 
t How truly burns for Sally.’ ’ 























Nav i 



When yonder heeple is in view ?* 
Tom, never to occafion blind, 

Now took her in the coming mind, 
And went to church with Sally. 


In the Positive Man# 
Sweet Poll of Plymouth was my dears 

\ A / r% A Prv «• .. 9 _I f . 1 


When forc’d from her to go, 

Adown her cheeks rain’d many a tear; 

My heart was fraught with woe. 

Our anchor weigh’d,“for Tea we flood ; 

The land we left behind i 
Her tears then fweJl’d the briny flood ; 

My fighs increas’d the wind. 

We plow’d the deep : and now between 
Us lay the ocean wide : 

F ° r five *ong years 1 had not feen 
My fweet, my bonny bride. 

That time I fail’d the world around, 

AH for my true love’s fake; 

But prefs’d as we were homeward bound— 
1 thought my heart would break. 

The prefs-gang bold I afk’d, in vain, 

-to let me once on fhore : 

1 tofec my Poll again, 

• ut law my Poll no more. 
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Nav. and Mil. 

* And have they torn my love away ? 

And is he gone ?* fhe cry'd : 

My Polly, fweetefl flow’rofMay, 

She languifh'd, droop'd, and dy'd, 

The Storm, 

By G. A. STEVENS. 

Ceafe, rude Boreas, bluft'ring railer ! 

Lift, ye landmen all, to me ; 

Mefsmates, hear a brother failor 
Sing the dangers of the fea ; 

From bounding billows, fir ft in motion 
When the diftant whirlwinds rife, 

To the tempeft-tioubled ocean, 

Where the feas contend with {kies. 

Hark ! theboatfwain hoarfely bawling, 

* By topfail fhcets and haulyards ftand; 
Down top-gallants, quick be hauling 

Down your ftay-fails, hand, boys, hand! 
Now it frefhens, fet the braces, 

The lee top-fail fheets let go : 

Luff, boys, luff, don’t make wry faces, 

Up your topfails nimbly clew.' 

Now, all you on down beds fporting, 
Fondly lock'd in beauty’s arms, 

Frefh enjoyment wanton courting, 

Safe from all but Love's alarms ; 

Round us roars the tempeft louder, 

Think what fears our minds enthrall; 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder: 

Hark ! again the boatfwains call* 
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t The top-fail-yards point to the wind, boys, 
See all clear to reef each courfe, 

Let the fore-fheet go, do’nt mind, boys, 

Tho’ the weather fhould be worfe: 

Fore and aft the fprit-fail yard get, 

Reef the mizen, fee all clear ; 

Hands up, each preventer-brace fet ; 

Man the fore-yard ; cheer, lads, cheer/ 

Now the dreadful thunder roaring, 

Peals on peals contending clafh, 

On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 

In our eyes blue lightnings flafh : 

One wide water all around us, 

All above us one black fky ; 

Different deaths at once furround us, 

Hark ! what means that dreadful cry ? 

‘ The foremafl’s gone !’ cries every tongue out, 
c O’er the lee, twelve feet bove deck ; 

A leak beneath the chefl-tree’s fprung out; 

Call all hands t© clear the wreck : 

Quick the land-yards cut to pieces, 

Come, my hearts, be flout and bold ; 
Plumb the well, the leak increafes ; 

Four feet water’s in the hold !' 

While o’er the Chip wild waves are beating, 
We for wives or children mourn : 

Alas! from hence there’s no retreating! 

Alas! to them there’s no return 1 
Still the leak is gaining on us; 

Both chain-pumps are choak’d below ; 
Heav’n have mercy here upon us? 

For only that can fave us now* 
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Nav. and Mil. 

6 On the lee-beam is the land, boys ! 

Let the guns o’erboard be thrown; 

To the pump come ev’ry hand, boys ; 

See, our mizen-maft is gone ! 

The lea.t we’ve found, it cannot pour faft; 

We’ve lighten’d her a foot, or more ; 

Up, and rig a jury-fore-maft ; 

She rights, Ihe rights, boys; we’re off fhore 

* Now once more on joys we’re thinking, 
Since kind fortune fav’d our lives ; 

Come—the can, boys—let’s be drinking 
To our fweethearts and our wives. 

Fill it up—about fhip wheel it ; 

Clofe to the lips a brimmer join ; 

Where’s ihe temped now ? who feels it ? 
None*—our danger’s drown’d in wine** 


Jovial Companions. 


Come, come, my jolly lads ! 

The wind’s abaft: 

Brifk gales our {ails fhall crowd ; 
Come, buftle, buftle, buftle, boys, 
Haul the boat; 

The boatfwain pipes aloud x 
The {hip’s unmoor’d; 

All hands on board; 

The rifing gale 
Fills ev’ry fail; 

The fhip’s well mann’d and ftor'd : 
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Xav. and Mil. 

Then fling the flowing bowl— 
Fond hopes arife— 

The girls we prize 
Shall blefs each jovial foul: 

The can, boys, bring— 

We’ll drink and flng, 

While foaming billows roll. 

Tho* to the Spanifli coaft 
We’re bound tp fleer, 

We’ll ftill our rights maintain ; 
Then bear a hand, be fteady, boys, 
Soon we’ll fee 
Old England once again : 

From Chore to fhore 
While cannons roar. 

Our tars (hall fhew 
The haughty foe, 

Britannia rules the main. 

Then fling the flowing bowl, &c. 


Grog, 

Jolly true blues of the main, 

Well (kill’d in heaving the log, 
Attend to a failor’s rough (train, 

Who fmgs of your favour ite grog. 
For grog is the liquor of lile, 

The delight of each true Britifh tar ; 
Itbanilhes forrow and (tn!c, 

And foftens the hardfhips of war. 


O 
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His vineyard, the Monflcur may boa ft, 
Ann delight in the foup of a frow- 
B.U too Toon he fhall find to his coft, 

J hat claret muff yield to good grog, 
tor grog, &c. v 6 S 5 


Each Saturday night that revolves, 

My mefsmate he gives me a jot.; 

To the wife or the fweetheart heloves, 
He take: off a cann of good grog. 

For grog, &c. & 66 


If Jove fhould as whilom descend, 

Of fome female mortal a-gog, 

IIis neftar he furely would mend, 

By mixing his liquor with grog 
Tor grog, &c. 6 6 

I heard an Hibernian declare, 

By St. Patrick, tho* born in a bog, 
That while he could fee with an ear, 

No wine he would diink except grog 
For grog, &c. * 6 


No danger our hearts can difmay, 
No terror we feel from a flog ; 
For what is a h’ozcn a-day, 

To a double allowance of gro<>'? 
For grog, &c. 


New war is declar’d, let’s advance ; 

May the flincher be bang’d like a do*! 
Who flrikes to Spain, Holland, or France, 
Is a (hanger to freedom and grog. 

For grog, &c. 
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SONG. 

Thurfday in the morn the nineteenth of May, 
Recorded be for ever the famous Ninety-two! 
Brave Ruffell did difeern, by dawn of day. 

The lofty fails of France advancing now : 

« All hands aloft, aloft,-let Englifh valour fhine 

Let fly a culverin, a fignal for the line ; 

Let ev’ry man fupply his gun ; 

Follow me, 

And you’ll fee 

That the battle will be foon begun,’ 

Tourville on the main triumphant roll’d, 

To meet the gallant Ruffel in combat on the deep ; 
He led a noble train of heroes bold, 

To fink the Englifh Admiral and his fleet; 

Now ev’ry valiant mind to viftory doth afpire ; 

The bloody fight’s begun, the fea is all on fire; 

And mighty Fate flood looking on, 

Whilft a flood, 

All of blood, 

Fill’d the feuppers of the Rifing Sun. 

Sulphur, fmoke, and fire, difturbing the air. 

With thunder and wonder, affright the Gallic lhoi 
Their regulated band flood trembling near, 

To fee their lofty dreamers, now no more : 

At fix o’clock, the red, the finding viftor led, 

To give a fecond blow——the fatal ovei throw ; 

Now death and horror equal reign; 

Now they cry, 

1 Run, or die : . . 

Britifh colours ride the vanquifh’d main/ - 
O 2 










AV-. and Mi!. ^ 1 

See^ they fly amaz’d thro’ rocks and fands: 

To, r ZZ L"t r ^K? 

r ™*r ™-r>r «i .hy ;. 

Enough, thou mighty god of war : 5 

Now we fing, 

Blefs the king I 

Let us drink to ev’ry Englilh tar. 


SONG. 

The wand'ring failor plows the main 
A competence in life to gain ; ’ 

To fin U d te H a aVeS the ftorm y feas, 

I o find at laft content and eafe ; 

In hopes, when toil and danger’s o’er 

To anchor on his native ihore. ’ 


pcs, when toil and danger’s o’er 
To anchor on his native Ihore. * 

When round the bowl the jovial crew 
taeaily fcenes of youth renew; 

Tho each his fav’rite fair will boalL 
This is the umverfal toaft : 

Mav wc when tQil and dan ^ r>5 

alt anchor on our native Ihore. 
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SONG. 

The gallant foldier born to arms, 

All willing from his home he goes ; 

For honor leaves all other charms, 

To meet in field furrounding foes ! 

In hopes, when war no more fhall reign, 

To hail his native land again. 

Where’er he goes, in deadly fight, 

’Midfl din of arms and cannons' roar, 

His martial ardour gives delight, 

Till enemies for peace implore. 

The gallant foldier, &c. 

With pride he views his hard campaigns. 
When toils and dangers are no more ; 

Of fears and wounds he ne'er complains, 
When 'gain he meets his native fhore. 

The gallant foldier, &c. 











MISCELLANEOUS, 


l«4 

: ki n 


t • * * : ' V v IJwrftl 

'SOffcl 

The cheerful Hibernian. 

A 

LL you that are wife, &, think life worth enjoying. 

Or foldier or failor, by land or by fea, 

In loving and laughing your time be employing; 

Your glafs to your lip, and yourlafs on your knee. 

Come fing away, honeys, and caft off all forrow ! 

Though we all die to-day, let’s be merry to-morrow $ 

A nundied y ears hence ’twill be too late to borrow 
A moment of time to be joyous and free ! 

Come fing, &c. . . 


My lord and the bifliop, in fpight of their fplendour, 
When Death gives the call, from their glories muft 

part; 

i our beautiful dame, when the fummons is fent her, 
Will feel the blood ebb from the cheek to the heart. 
















( 1*1 ) 

MifceZlaneous* 

Then fing away honeys, and eft off your forrow » 
Though you all die to day, yet be merry to-morrow ■ 
A hundred years hence twill be too late to borrow ' 
A cordial to cherrifh the forrowful heart» 

Then fing, &c. 


For riches and honor, then, why all this riot 
Your wrangling and jangling, and all your alarms? 
Arrah ! burn you, my honeys, you’d better be quiet, 

V hi?}* u r C VOU C2n ’ * kind g'' rl to y™r arms. 
You d better be finging, and calling off forrow » 

Though you all die to-day, fure, be merry to-morrow: 
A hunored years hence ’twill be too late to borrow 

v °A“* t0 t0y and en J°y her fweet charms! 
You’d better, &c. 


St. Patrick’s Day in the Morning, 


Ye lads and ye laffes fb buxom and clever, 

Who come from Hibernia, of famous renown 
Put on your beft bibs, and be coming together * 
So neatly yourfeives all adorning. 

The mufic fhall be fweeilv playing ; ' 

Each fhall be dancing, fkipping around ; 

Green lhamrock fhall fhine, Sir 
To make us all fine, Sir, 

Salt fifh and potatoes 

^ m °ke, mv dear creatures, 

And nothing be panting which there can be found • 
rull bumpers of whifkey 
Will make us all frifky 
,0n St. Patrick s Day in the morning. 













( 112 ) 


Mifc’llanecus* 

St. Patrick he was of vaft eftimation, 

And liv’d a great while, Sir, before he was dead ; 
He frighten’d the bug-a bos out of the nation, 

So none of your fneering and fcorning; 

F or many things he did mofl truly, 

All as clever as clever could be ; 

He banifh’d the bugs, Sir, 

From blankets and rugs, Sir; 

Ah! hub a boo, Sir, 

What more could he do, Sir ? 

Whatever he faid, Sir, the blind could not fee; 
With hear/; like fhellaly, 

Then, let us be gaily 
On St. Patrick’s Day in the morning. 

There’s Phelim O’Fagan, and ruddy-fac’d Paddy, 
With many tall fellows to make up the wake: 

Mifs Blarney will fing with her mamma and daddy, 
And play till the ev'ning’s returning ; 

With mirth and mufic, dance and caper, 

We willjovial, jovial be, 

While each pretty Mifs, Sir, 

We’ll fmuggle and kifs, Sir, 

And pull ’em, and haul’em, 

And tenderly maul ’em, 

Arrah ! who in the world are fo merry as we ? 

AH this to begin, Sir, 

We think it no fin, Sir 
On St. Patrick’s Day in the morning. 

Recitative. 

When cheerful day began to dawn, 

While Cunid ftill hi> pillow prefs’d, 

Diana, rous’d by hounds and horn, 

Her gentle virgins thus addrefs d* 














Mifcelianeous. 
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Air 

Hark away, hark away to the merry-ton’d horn, 
While the hounds' cheerful cries awaken the morn 
Diana herfelf rules the fports of to day, 

And joins in the chorus of Hark, hark away. 

With cautious flep avoid the bow’r, 

Where wily Cupid deeping lies ; 

Fond nymph, you’ll rue the fatal hour, 

Should Love our fpotlefs train furprife. 

Hark away, &c. 

Love will promife and deceive, 

Leading youthful hearts affray ; 

But the joys our paftimesgive 
Are jocund, innocent, and gay. 

Hark away, &c. 


SONG. 

By Mr. COUTY. 

O lovely maid, beftow one frnile, 

On him who fighs for thee ; 

And you fliall find him conftant prove, 
When he returns from fea. 

Remembrance of a kind adieu, 

From you my charming fair ; 

Shall weather me through every ftorm. 
And keep me from defpair. 


P 
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Mifcellaneous 

And tho* the waves around me foam, 

And Death appears at hand ; 

Ihe hope of feeing thee again. 

Shall be to me as land. 

♦« ' ' f ♦ ‘ • • « 

And if I fhould be fpar’d once more, 

My deftin’d port to make, 

I 11 there feleft, whate’re is fcarce, 

And keep them for your lake. 

And when my bark is laden deep, 

And fails loos’d to the wind ; 

Then homeward bound my courfe I’ll fleer 
You, only you to find. 

And if I find you then prove true, 

My conflant care lhall be, 

To live and love but only you, 

And bid adieu to fea. 


Masonry Dissected. 




Women of curiofitv, come liften to my ditty, 
i fing of our Ireemafonry as pra&is’d in the city ; 

A fecret rare, kept from the fair, which ne’er before 

was fong in, 

\ou have at large, for a fmali charge, to fatisfy your 

longing. 

Fal de ral. 

Then to begin the very night that I was made free- 

mafon, 

In hopes to purchafc large infight, I put a cheerful 

face on: 
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Mifcellaneous » 

There were pig, and fowls, and punch in bowls, to 

gratify our fenfes. 

And twenty things, the landlord brings, but all at my 

expences. 

Clean gloves, and white aprons were to the brethren 

handed ; 

When one with naked rapier was unto the door com¬ 
manded ; 

There were two or three which I did fee became the 

honor’d wearers, 

Of fomefine things, and filken firings, which dignify’d 

the bearers, 

Next came a painted ladder upon their fhoulders there 

plac’d, 

Where fat a reverend father with his p-barefac’d ; 

The which to k-, I mufl not mifs, ’twas terrible 

affli£lion, 

So like Pope Joan, in holy tone, he gave me his bene- 

di£lion. 


Then I was enjoined to be a faithful brother, 

While every one around me profeffed to be another; 
The fecret keep, awake, or afleep, this great impor¬ 
tant matter, 

Which I fhould know, e’re I did go, then ftript me 

every tatter. 

Then in a white fheet the brethren did infold >ne, (me ; 
I thought it wan’t a fight meet, that any fhould bchol i 
With a long knife, oh my poor wife ! before I was a 

man good, 

I da:e not flinch, fo they took an inch, in a minute 

from my manhood. 

P 2 











Mifcellancous. 


( u6 ) 


They appl.ed hot burning pokers to flop the great ef- 

I beheld thefc learnedjokers withanguifhandconfufion j 
A mop and pail, to cool my t-, was prefently pre- 

t fented; 

oucn another fecret, brother, never was invented® 


We drank until the feven (lars to fourteen multiplied, 
Our happy union knows no jars, but all are fatisfied ; 
A bottle more we had at the door, a mafon’s not a mifer. 
And then indeed I went to bed, a mighty deal the wifer. 

Each learned club I traced, as ftudents do at college, 
But Hill mycafh decreafed, as I increas’d in knowledge; 
There’s ubequarians, nothingarians, greeks, bucks and 

lumber troopers, 

W hy they are no more, than thofe before, true bacchan¬ 
alian topers® 


[SONG. 

By Mr. STONE® 

Come, come my brave fellows and give us a fong, 

I o chafe the dull gloom from our minds ; 
l et muiick and women our pleafures prolong 1 
Sweet mufick, fair women and wine. 

To rouze our dull fpirils, let's fend round the glafs, 

In focial free fritndfhip combin’d ; 

Come, my boys, here’s a health to the free*willing lafs. 
And the lad that’s topleafe her inclin’d. 

















prtfcntly p Jt , 




-Mrjfon'nn/.m,^ 


iujibcr trooper 

^x^mchtcb 


G, 

mi 


rityettty 
nor suds; 
iktopnloog 1 

»*«*. 



MifceUaneous , 


Hark away, hark away to the merry-ton’d horn, 
While the hounds’ cheerful cries awaken the morn ! 
Diana herfelf rules the fports of to day, 

And joins in the chorus of Hark, hark away. 

With cautious flep avoid the bow’r, 

Where wily Cupid fleeping lies ; 

Fond nymph, you’ll rue the fatal hour, 

Should Love our fpotlcfs train furprife. 

Hark away, &c. 

Love will promife and deceive. 

Leading youthful hearts affray ; 

But the joys our paflimes give 
Are jocund, innocent, and gay. 

Hark away, &c. 


SONG. 

O lovely maid, be flow one fmile, 

On him who fighs for thee ; 

And you fhall find him conftant prove, 
When he returns from fea. 



Remembrance of a kind adieu, 

From you my charming fair ; 

Shall weather me through every florm, 
And keep me from defpair. 
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Mi/cellaneous 

And tho* the waves around me foam* 

And Death appears at hand ; 

The hope of feeing thee again, 

Shall be to me as land. 

And if I fhould be fpar’d once more, 

My deftin’d port to make, 

I’ll there feleft, whate’re is fcarce. 

And keep them for your fake. 

And when my bark is laden deep, 

And fails loos’d to the wind ; 

Then homeward bound my courfe I’ll fleer, 
You, only you to find. 

And if I find you then prove true, 

My conflant care fhall be, 

To live and love but only you, 

And bid adieu to fea. 


Masonry Dissected. 


Women of curiofity, come liften to my ditty, 

I ling of our freemafonry as pra&is’d in the city ; 

A fecret rare, kept from the fair, which ne’er before 


was fong in, 

You have at large, for a final! charge, to fatisfy your 

longing. 

Fal de ral. 

Then to begin the very night that 1 was made free- 

mafon. 

In hopes to purchafe large infight, I put a cheerful 

face on: 
















( ) 


Mi/cellaneous• 

There were pig, and fowls, and punch in bowls, to 

gratify our fenfes. 

And twenty things, the landlord brings, but all at my 

expences. 

Clean gloves, and white aprons were to the brethren 
6 handed; 

When one with naked rapier was unto the door com- 

manded ; 

There were two or three which I did fee became the 

honor’d wearers. 

Of fome fine things, and filken firings, which dignify’d 

the bearers, 


Next came a painted ladder upon their (boulders there 
r plac’d, 

Where fat a reverend father with his p barefac d ; 

The which to k-, I mull not mifs, ’twas terrible 

aftlittion. 

So like Pope Joan, in holy tone, hegave me his bene- 


Then I was enjoined to be a faithful brother, 

While every one around me profeffed to be another; 
The fecret keep, awake, or afleep, this great impor¬ 
tant matter, 

Which I (hould know, e’re I did go, then ftript me 

every tatter. 

Then in a white (beet the brethren did infold >ne, (me ; 
I thought it wan’t a fight meet, that any fhould behold 
With a long knife, oh my poor wife ! before I was a 

man good, 

1 dare not flinch, fo they took an inch, in a minute 

from my manhood* 

P 2 
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Mifcellaneous . 


( u6 > 


They appLed hot burning pokers to flop the great ef 
Such, another fecret, brother, never was invented"^ 

bequanans, nothingarians, greeks, bucks a S nd 

Why they are no more, than thofe before,'Tme bacTan.’ 

alian topers, 

:s O N G. 

By Mr. STONE, 

^ °r ’« COrnc ^ rave fellows and give us a fontr 

I °m h r1 thc a duli S loom from minds ; ^ 

muficL and women our pleafures prolona : 

Sweet mufick, fair women and wine. 

To rouze our dull fpirits,- let’s fend round the gLfs 
In local free fr.Yndfhip combin'd ; 8 ’ 

T;"’ y ST* h ' re, » a healt '’ to the free-willing Iafs 
And the lad that’s topleale her inclin’d. S ’ 


















MifceUaneous. 


SONG. 

By Mr. S TON E. 

Once more my lovely maid adieu, 

The topfails forward bend ; 

Through every clime I’ll boa ft of you, 
Though far from Britifti land. 

And when quite fafe Pm moor'd in port, 
Of you I’ll conftant think ; 

Thy lovefhallbe my chief fupport, 
Whilft hovering o'er the brink. 

And when return'd to England's ihore, 
To hberty and you ; 

I’ll feud the raging leas no more, 

But loverny charming Sue. 


The Nose all A'vvry. 

By Mr. HOBBS. 

Through life there's nothing forms fuch a contraft 
As the differem conceptions of charms in a lafc ; 
Tho’ there’s beauty that's ftrking in the blear eye, 
Yet I'm for the girl with her nofe all a’wry. 

Her nofe, f <&c. 

Of roving I’m weary, I’ve fearch’d the wide town 
And courted the fair, the black, and the brown ; 
Yet none fixt my fancy, nor a charm could I fpy, 
Like my beautiful girl, with her nofe all a'wry^ 

Her nofe, &c. 








Mi/cellaneous « 

Her lips are inviting and Teem for to fay. 

Come ki fs me, my dear, there’s no nofe in your way ; 
While crofs looks the girl that has got the blear eye. 
Yet mine full of fmiles with her nofe all a’wry. 

Her nofe, &c. 

Her looks are commanding, and oh! what a grace, 
To view her long nofe bent clofe to her face ; 
There’s no charm or accomplifhment ever can vie, 
With my delicate girl, with a nofe all a’wry. 

Her nofe, &c. 


Then ceafe you vain fongflers no longer compare 
The blear of the eye, to the nofe of my fair ; 

But fill round the giafs till we drain the cann dry, 
And we’ll toaft the dear girl with her nofe all a’wry. 

Her nofe, &c. 


The Cast of the Eye. 

I figh for a damfel that’s charming and fair. 

No nymph can excel her in fiiape and in air ; 
What firft gain’d my aflFeftions, I utter no lie, 
Was a delicate call that fhe had in her eye. 

That fhe had, &c. 

When (he's abfent no pleafure nor reft can I find, 
No thought but of her, does e’re enter my mind ; 
But I always am happy when e’re I fit by 
My delicate girl with the cafl in her eye. 

With the caft. &c. 
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Mifcellaneous . 

Oh if (he wou’d cure me of Love’s bitter pain, 

I conftant to her wou’d ever remain; 

From all other lafles I’d inftantly fly, 

To my delicate girl with the call in her eye. 

With the caft, &c„ 

Till late I’ve been pleas’d with a batchelor’s life, 
Nor ventur’d to turn my thoughts on a wile; 

But if ever in wedlock I happen to try, 

I lhall fix on my girl with the caft in her eye. 

With the caft, &c. 


Mad Tom. 

Forth from my dark and difmal cell. 

Or from the dark abyfs of hell, 

Mad Tom is come to view the world again, 

To fee if he can cure his diftemper’d brain. 

Fears and cares opprefs my foul: 

Hark ! how the angry Furies howl! 

Pluto laughs, and Proferpine is glad, 

To fee poor angry Tom of Bedlam mad. 

Through the world I wander night and day, 
To find my ftraggling fenles : 

In angry mood I met old Time, 

With his pentateuch of tenfes. 

When me he fpies, away he flies ; 

For Time will flay for no man: 

In vain with cries I rend the fkies; 

For pity is not common. 










Mifccllancous * 

Cold and comfortlefs I lie : 

Help, help ! or elfe I die ! 

Hark ! I hear Apollo’s team ; 

T jj e carman ’gins to whittle : 

Chafte Diana bends her bow ; 

And the boar begins to brittle. 

Come Vulcan with tools and with tackle, 

And knock off my troublefome fhackle : 

Bid Charles make ready his wain, 

To bring me my fenfes again. 

Laft night I heard the dog-ftar bark ; 

Mars met Venus in the dark : 

Limping Vulcan heated an iron bar, 

And furioufly made at the God of war: 

Mars with his weapon laid about : 

Limping Vulcan had got the gout; 

His broad horns did fo hang in his liaht 
I hat he could not fee to aim his blows aright. 

Mercury, the nimble poft of heav’n, 

Stood ttill to fee the quarrel: 

Barrel-belly’d Bacchus, giant-like, 

Bettrid a ftrong-beer barrel: 

To me he drank whole butts, 

Until he burft his guts; 

But mine were ne’er the wider. 

Poor Tom is very dry ; 

A little drink for charity. 

Hark ! I hear Aflacon’s hounds ; 

The huntfmen whoop and halloo, 

6 Ri"gwoo d ! Rock wood! Jowler! Bowman V 
All the chace do follow. 

The man in the moon drinks claret, 

Bats powder’d beef, turnip, and carrot; 

But a cup or Malaga Lck 
Will fite the bufh at his back 















MifceUancous ♦ 
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SONG. 

By Mr. S T O N E. 

Once more my lovely maid adieu, 

The topiails forward bend ; 

Through every clime I'll boaft of you, 
Though far from Britifh land. 

And when quite fafe I’m moor’d in port, 
Of you I’ll conftant think ; 

Thy love fhall be my chief fupport, 
Whilfl hovering o’er the brink. 

And when return’d to England’s Ihore, 
To liberty and you ; 

I’ll lcud the raging leas no more, 

But love my charming Sue. 


The Nose all A'wry. 

By Mr. HOBBS. 

Through life there’s nothing forms fuch a contrail, 
As the different conceptions of charms in a lafs ; 
Tho’ there’s beauty that’s ftriking in the blear eye, 
Yet I’m for the girl with her nofe all a’wry. 

Her nofe, f &c. 

Of roving I’m weary, I’ve fearch’d the wide town, 
And courted the fair, the black, and the brown ; 
Yet none fixt my fancy, nor a charm could I fpy, 
Like my beautiful girl, with her nofe all a’wry. 

Her nofe, &c. 










Mifcellaneous • 

Her lips are inviting and feem for to fay, 

Come kifs me, my dear, there’s no nofe in your way * 
While crofs looks the girl that has got the blear eye. 
Yet mine full of fmiles with her nofe all a’wry. 

Her nofe, &c. 

Her looks are commanding, and oh! what a grace, 
To view her long nofe bent clofe to her face ; 
There’s no charm or accomplifhment ever can vie. 
With my delicate girl, with a nofe all a’wry. 

Her nofe, &c. 

Then ceafe you vain fongfters no longer compare 
The blear of the eye, to the nofe of my fair ; 

But fill round the glafs till we drain the cann dry, 
And we’ll toaft the dear girl with her nofe all a’wry. 

Her nofe, &c. 


The Cast of the Eye, 

I figh for a damfel that’s charming and fair, 

No nymph can excel her in fhape and in air; 
What firft gain’d my affettions, I utter no lie, 
Was a delicate caft that fhe had in her eye. 

That fhe had, &c. 

When (he’s abfent no pleafure nor reft can I find. 
No thought but of her, does e’rc enter my mind ; 
But I always am happy when e’re I fit by 
My delicate girl with the caft in her eye. 

With the caft, &c. 









Miscellaneous . 

Oh if {he wou’d cure me of Love’s bitter pain, 

1 conltant to her wou’d ever remain; 

From all other lafles Pd inftantly fly* 

To my delicate girl with the caft in her eye. 

With the caft, & c . 


Till late Pve been pleas’d with a bachelor's life. 
Nor ventur’d to turn my thoughts on a wife; 

But if ever in wedlock I happen to try, 

I fhall fix on my girl with the caft in her eye. 

With the caft, &c. 


Mad Tom. 

Forth from my dark and difmal cell. 

Or from the dark abyfs of hell, 

Mad Tom is come to view the world again, 

To fee if he can cure his diftemper’d brain. 

Fears and cares opprefs my foul: 

Hark ! how the angry Furies howl! 

Pluto laughs, and Proferpine is glad, 

To fee poor angry Tom of Bedlam mad. 

Through the world I wander night and day, 
J o find my ftraggling fenfes : 

In angry mood I met old Time, 

With his pentateuch of tenfes. 

When me he fpies, away he flies ; 

For Time will flay for no man: 

In vain with cries I rend the fkies; 

For pity is not common. 











( *20 ) 

Mifccllancous 

Cold and comfortlefs I He: 

Help, help ! or elfe I die ! 

Hark 1 I hear Apollo’s ream ; 

The carman ’gins to whiffle : 

Chafte Diana bends her bow ; 

And the boar begins to bridle. 

Come Vulcan with tools and with tackle, 

And knock off my troublefome fhackle : 

Bid Charles make ready his wain, 

To bring me my fenfe again. 

Lad night I heard the dog-dar bark ; 

Mars met Venus in the dark : 

Limping Vulcan heated an iron bar, 

And furioufly made at the God of war : 

Mars with his weapon laid about : 

Limping Vulcan had got the gout; 

His broad horns did fo hang in his light, 

That he could not fee to aim his blows aright. 

, Mercury, the nimble pod of heav’n, 

Stood dill to fee the quarrel : 
Barrel-belly’d Bacchus, giant-like, 

Bedrid a drong-beer barrel: 

To me he drank whole butts, 

Until he burd his guts ; 

But mine were ne’er the wider. 

Poor Tom is very dry : 

A little drink for charity. 

Hark ! I hear Afiaeon's hounds ; 

The huntfmen whoop and halloo, 
‘Ringwood! Rockwood! Jowler! Bowman 
All the chace do follow. 

The man in the moon drinks claret, 

Eats powder’d beef, turnip, and carrot; 
But a cup of Malaga Lck 
Will fire the bufh at his back. 
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HlPPESLEY’s DRUNKEN-MAN'. 

S O, fafe arrived at laft ; thanks to a ftrong brain, 
and a good undemanding;_yes, pox on the does! 
they thought to have mattered me, by plying this lea¬ 
thern throat of mine with as much liquor, as though I 
had been an Alderman at a city feafl; but honetl Crif- 
pin of Cripplegate bit’em, and came away with his 
budget full, and as fober as ever I’d with to be. Betty 
Betty, bring me a pot of half and half, but be fare you 
<lon t mix it.—Let s fee, what Have we got here ? 
Confound the backs of thefe chairs ! they’re always be¬ 
hind.— Hum™What a d—mn’d candle’s this, one 
can hardly extinguifh the Morning Herald from the 
Morning Port only by its crowing :—hah \ ( reading) 
f Saturday and Sunday’s ports—It is faid that Doftor 
Banks and Mr. Sal-a-mander, will by command of 

‘ her Majefty, undertake a voyage round’-—hum_ 

‘ —the bum drefs of the prefent month;’ ah! and 
* orders are received at the Viftualling - Office ac- 
4 cordingly, for a fupply of thirty-fix months provi- 
‘ —hum— c We hear from Carlifle, that as a 

4 great parfonage was going in his chariot to Windfor 
4 —he fell afleep with the candle burning in his hand 
4 and fet fire to the bed cloaths ;’ Ay, that might hap! 
pen through the careleffnefs of the driver. So, 
4 Whitehaven,—Yefterday arrived here from Pliilla- 
4 delphia, with difpatches on board—the moft violent 
fterm of thunder and lightning ever remembered:'* 
Prtiaw ! that’s nothing but bam upon the mCnirtry. 
4 Yefterday morning about three o’clock this^fterndon, 

4 a fire broke out in an empty houfe, andAtrrely 
4 conlumated all the furniture ; an elderly middle ag’d 
4 woman coming by at the fame time, fell into a cindar 
4 feieve and was drowned. Saturday morning about 
our o clock in the afiernoon, a woman was com¬ 
mitted to Bridewell, by John Wilding,' Efq; foi 






\ 
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* barbaroufly fcraping her baflard child to death with 
c oyfter flieils : ‘firft murder of the kind I ever heard 
of. —« Foreign news, Piccadilly, Aug. the 34th, Yef- 
tcrday a women was fafely delivered of a fine boy, with 
a wooden leg.” Oh! this is all d—mn’d lies this can 
never be true.— Lights the pipe , &c.) I went to fee a 
friend of mine t’other day he’s a coachman in a gen¬ 
tleman s family, and he afked me to go to the play 
with him:—Play fays I, why what play is it ? 

Why,” fays he, “ ’tis King Hamlet and the Prince of 
Dunkirk;” King Hamlet and the Prince of Dunkirk, 
lays I, that can never be: for I have got all the Ro¬ 
man Emperor’s locked up in my clofet, and I am fure 
there’s none of their names begins with an H, unlefs 
it is Titus Vafhpafion.—So prefently the Cook and 
Coachman got quarrelling, about who had travelled 
fartheft; and in the midfl of the fcuffle, the Cook tum¬ 
bles the Coachman into the dripping-pan ; now fays 
the Coachman I may fwear I have travelled fartheft; 
for I have travelled into Greafe ; indeed fo he had, 
for he was d—mn’d greafy. 

I have three asfine children as any man would wifh 
to flick a knife into : There’s my fon Tommy, he is a 
fine fchoiar ; he writes two exceeding fine hands, one 
he cannot read himfeif, and the other nobody can read 
for him. Little Harry had a terrible accident hap¬ 
pened to him t’other day, turning round the corner 
of a ftreet, he ran againfl a Lawyer, and has never 
been able to fpeak a word of truth fince. Now there 
is my daughter Polly, (he hves with an old parfon ; fhe 
was fo d—mn’d cunning t’other day, as to mend the 
parfon’s (lockings with white worded ; fo that the poor 
parfon was forced to hop to the Church like a magpye. 
Where the Devil fhall 1 hide my money to night^ my 
Wife always fearches for it; I'll put it in the Bible, fhe 
Jicver looks there.—Why Betty, Betty, this fon of a 
whore of a maid goes up flairs forty times a day, and 
never comes dgwn again.— Tol de rol raro. 
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•TOASTS 

AND 

sentimen 


T S. 


O UR gracious matter, and that heavenly conttel- 
lation of female excellence, the miftrefs of England. 
Our country, and may it continue to be the land of 
liberty to the end of the world. 

Impartial juftice and no partial oppreflion. 

Harmony all over the world. 

Love and opportunity. 

May every day be happier than the laft. 

Riches to the generous, and power to the merciful. 
Love withbut fear, and life without care. 

Good luck till we are tired of it. 

Better luck yet. 

The woman we love and the friend we dare trutt. 

May our hearts have for tenants, truth, candour, and 
benevolence. 

May our pleafant thoughts be gilt with modeft expxef- 
fions. 

Love in a cottage and envy to none. 

The friends to the Royalty Theatre. 

May we learn t6 be frugal before we are obliged to be fo. 
The honett: fellow, who loves his bottle at night and 
his bufinefs in the morning. 

The caufe of liberty throughout the world. • 
Virtue for a guide and fortune for an attendant. 

May we be happy when alone, and cheerful when in 
company. 

Succefs to the amicable fociety. 

FINIS. 

Q 2 
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X. 


A, 


Paae 


lovely fteeper does thy bread _ 

At the peaceful midnight hour _ 

Alas how chang’d the face of things _ 

Awake, my fweet Hero, & c . 


And can ft thou leave thy Nancy _ _ 

All gallant lads, who know no fears _ __ 

Adds flefh, I’ll go with him _„ _ 

And muft I ever vent my fighs in air _ 

Adieu to the village delights _„ _ 

As down on Banna’s banks I ftray’d, __ 

All in the downs the fleet was moor’d -_ 

At the clofc of the day, when the hamlet is ftill 

A bumper of good liquor____ 

All you that ar#j wife - ___ 


1 4 

*7 

- 22 
2 7 
3 ° 
3 ° 
33 
37 
5 » 
62 
66 

74 

110 


B 


Better our heads then hearts fhould ach 
Bacchus, god of mirth and wine _ 
By the gayly circling glafs_ 

C 

Come, my boys, let’s fing a catch 


70 

83 

87 


*4 

2 3 

2 9 

57 

8t 

82 


Dearly fanny, come here, I’ll give you fomething 25 
Pcarjofeph, what’s come o’er thee, tell me do 32 


Djps v 

Dar Jo 




[ Foriflifei 
furafkJir 
| J0pou.dc 
[ floeaba 
JcrfVcrRci 
MUjifl 
ki froffl 2 


femora 
C f pllf Hero fl 
Da cruei trrii 

(oBjCwfi 

inskr: 


Bifft be 


tlkxKTl 


Come now my fweet love to the grove 
Come jolly boys, that Sailors be — 

Come fing round my favourite tree 
Come, buftle, buftle, drink about 
Coine, jolly Bacchus, god of wine _ — oss . 

Come friends and companions, let’s take a full glafs 01 

Ceaie, rude Boreas, bluft’ring railer _ _ 102 ' 

Come, come, my jolly lads _ _ 10 ^ 

Come, come, my brave fellows and give us a fong^nG 

Dear Sufan, come my fweet one 


bfasili 
idltklMH 
iferoi **, 
'kfamt 




' K art 
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Dans votre lit, that bright parterre 56 

Dear Tom,this brown jug that now foams with mild ale 83 

E 

E re yet Aurora chace the dews _ _ ig 

¥ 

For tendernefs framed in life’s earlieft day _ 40 

From thefe dread walls, this melancholy tow’r - 43 

For you, deareft maiden, the pride of the village 59 

Fill me a bowl, a mighty bowl — _ ° 88 

For ever recorded be that glorious day —. 98 

Fair Sally lov’d a bonny feaman — _ 99 

Forth from my dark and difmal cell _ _ ^9 

G 

Generous wine, &c. . 1 5 

Gentle Hero take my hand, - 21 

Go, cruel tyrant of the human breafl _ 58 

Gloomy Care can ne’er confront _ 70 

Give me but a friend and a glafs, boys - 79 

H 

Hufh ev’ry breeze, let nothing move, « - 4 
Hark the bonny Chrifl-church bells, 10 

Hark! the lark at heav’ns gate fings, - - n 

How fweet in the wood-lands, &c. - - 15 

Hark ! the trumpet founds afar ; - - - 22 

Honor calls, he mull obey; - - _ - 27 

Hope, thou fource of ev’ry blefling, 3- 

How pleas’d, within my native bow’rs, - - 35 

How can the Mufes lend their happy aid ! - 39 

Had Neotune, when firft he took charge of the fea, 91 

Here’s to the maiden of bafhful fifteen, - 84 

Hippcfly's drunken-man . 121 


In fortune’s.arms the rich are poor ; 5 

If in the (Iraight path, &c. . 6 

If Sufan fhou’dgive me the bag, 7 

If life is a bubble, and breaks with a blaft, - 16 

Joy and pleafure, now go round, - - * 

In my plealant native plains, - - • t - 34 
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ITigli and lament m: in vain, . 

If truth can fix thy wav’ring heart, —_ _ 

In London my life is a ring of delight, _ ™ 

Jolly true blues of the main, 

1 fign fur a damfel that’s charming and fair, . ~- tl % 

L 

Love’s a gentle, gen'rous paflion, - . - r _ 

Let the fchools about happinefs warmly difpule 6B 
Lord ! Lord ! without victuals and drink, - *. 75 

Let grave divines preach up du!l rules, • - . 8- 

Let the grave and the gay enjoy life how they may, 86 
M 

Make there my tomb beneath the lime-tree’s (hade, 64 
N 

Now we're met, like jovial fellows, - - lt ' 

Now away my brave boys, &c. - - 28 

No more the feflive train I’ll join: - - I5 

Near a f.nooth river’s lonely fide, “ • 40 

Not the foft fighs of vernal gales, - - _ - _ ^5 

O 

Oh I hop’d, but hop’d in vain, - . . - 

Oh we fail’d to Virginia, - _ 12 

O, Sir, be conlenting, be kind, and relenting : 20 

OTee how becomes, &c • - 22 

Oh! what a misfortune befel me today - 2 5 ‘ 

Oli where will you hurry my deareft ? • -26 

Out upon thee, wicked locuft, - - - 

O what a charming things a battle, .1 . o, 

O IVancy, wilt thou go with me, - . - - . ^ 

O thou ! whofe love infpiring air ----- 
On that lone bank where Lubin died, - - - 66 

O lovely maid beftow one fmile, - - - - - j,^ 

Once more my lovely maid adieu, - - - - - uy 

P 

Perhaps it is not love, faid I, ------ 

Preach not to me your mully rules, - - - . . 69 
Pkylidans may talk of our ills, ----- -y- 
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Queen of the filver bow, by thy pale beam, - - 

Quoth Jack, on a time to Tom, i’ll declare it, - 


R 


Pound Arthur’s gay table feme love to be gambling 76 


Rail no more, ye learned afles, ------ 83 

S 

Stand to your guns, my hearts of oak, 3 

Shepherds I have loft my love, - - - 37 
Stand all aloof, ye paltryjades; - - - 20 

Sweereft pleafures, never ceafing; - - 23 

See that pretty creatuie there ; - - - 29 

Sweet Echo ! fweeteft nymph ; that liv’ft unfeen, 4* 
She came from the hills of the Weft ; - - 41 

Sweet tyrant Love, but hear me now ; - - 43 

See, my boys, the fuming bowl, ------ 90 

Sons of Bacchus let's be gay, ------- 93 

Sweet Poll of Plymouth was my clear : - - - 101 


T 

To Anacreon in heav’n, where he fat in full ole", 9 
Time has not thin’d my flowing hair, „ - 12 

Ti e topfails fhiver in the wind, - - - - 14 

To me, had clouds o’erfpread the fky, - - 1* 

Tranfparent now, and all ferene, - - - 19 

Thus for Men the Women fair, ... 29 

The northern biaft that chilling blows, - . 33 

The heavy hours are a Jmn ft pa ft - - -42 

’Tis not the liquid brightn fs of thofe eyes, - - 52 

The tuneful b;rds how fv et they fmg ! - - 55 

The meadows look cheerful, the birds fweeily fmg: 61 
The filver Moon’s enamour’d be :m 63 

The bells they rang all in the mom, - - 65 

Though Bacchus mav boaftof his care killing bowl, (9 
To-day let us never be (laves, - 73 

The wand’ririg tar, wl o not for vears had pteft - 04 
’Twas up the wind, three leagues and more, • 95 

The night when paft —m golden (kies, - - 98 

Toafts and fentiments. 123 
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Thurfday in the morn the nineteenth of May. - 
The wand’ring failor plows the main, 

The gallant foldier born to arms, „ 

Through life there is nothing, &c. 

V 

Virg ns are like ihe fairflow’rin itsluftre, 

W 

Wak’d by the breath of Spring, in ev’ry vale, 4 8 

When firft, upon your tender cheek, - - lo 

What cheerful founds falute our ears, . _ * 

When Werter fair Charlotte beheld, 

When weftern breezes fan the fhore, 

While others now rove without reft on the ocean, 6 
When my money was gone that I gain'd in the Wars, 8 
We three archers be, - _ _ _ 

\V ith my jug in one hand and my pipe in the other, k 
W ine does wonders every day, - . _ 1 j: 

We be three mariners, newly come from the Teas, id 
When I was young, I danc’d and funs, - « n 

With the fun I rife at morn. . _ ^ 

. Where the light cannot pierce, « jjg 

Women of curiofity, come liften to my ditty, j 4 4 
^jyhen firft this humble roof I knew, - „ * 

Vhen Bacchus, the patron of love, wit and mirth, 7? 
/hen Freedom was banifli‘d, &c. . . 

/hat is there in this foolifh life, - C$ 

Wou’d you know how we meet, &c. - 8o 

r With a cheerful old friend, &c. - - 

i^hen tis nipht, and the mid-watch is come, nfi 

r hen cheerful day began t6 dawn, - , q 2 

R Y 
ft awhile, fweet fleep, deceive me, 

p. nymphs a v tid fwains, that fweetly play 
1 l^ds and y% laffes fo buxom arid clever, 
cliffs ! I to your airy fteep 
1 know that our ancient philofophers hold, 

"nortals whom fancies and troubles perplex. 
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